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Aa  they  approached  the  door  or  the  chapel  a  huddled  figure  was  seen.  Fred  flashed  his  lantern 

_  i. i i _ : ,i .  itn^iini  Kara  i a  mnr«  m  vsterv!”  A  vniinp-  man  lav  innannihla 


upon  it  and  exclaimed:  “Hello!  here  is  more  mystery!”  A  young  man  lay  insensible 
in  the  doorway  with  the  mysterious  figure  four  on  his  chest. ' 
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Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Figure  Four 

OR,  THE  SIGN  OF  MYSTERY 


By  HAL  STANDISH 


CHAPTER  I. — A  Great  Mystery. 

Fred  Fearnot  had  been  having  a  rest  at  his 
home  in  New  York  for  a  few  days,  and  his 
chum,  Terry  Olcott,  v/as  at  his  home  in  Fredonia, 
a  pretty  little  town  up  the  State.  The  two  boys 
had  had  some  quite  strenuous  experiences  of 
late  and  they  felt  the  need  of  a  change,  so  Terry 
had  taken  leave  of  his  friend  and  had  gone  up 
in  the  country  for  a  few  davs.  Some  while  be¬ 
fore  Fred  had  invested  some  money  in  land  in  a 
part  of  the  State  of  Pennsylvania  that  was  in 
the  heart  of  the  coal  country.  It  was  esteemed 
a  good  investment  and  Fred  expected  to  make  a 
profit  on’  his  venture.  But  a  letter  from  his 
agent  there  gave  him  a  surprise.  The  letter  con¬ 
tained  some  very  astonishing  statements.  The 
agent’s  name  was  Merrill  and  he  was*  trusted  by 
Fred  to  the  utmost.  But  Merrill’s  letter  was 
startling.  I 

“My  dear  Fearnot,”  he  wrote,  “I  have  some 
very  strange  things  to  write  you  in  regard  to 
the  coal  land  that  you  own  here.  I  have  followed 
your  instructions  to  develop  the  land  and  have 
made  all  preparations  to  sink  a  new  shaft  and 
have  tried  to  find  men  to  work  it,  hut  they  one 
and  all  refuse  to  work  on  that  land.  It  is  a 
matter  of  foolish  superstition  that  any  man  who 
works  on  that  claim  will  he  found  dead  not  later 
than  four  days  thereafter^  It  is  reported  that 
every  man  who  has  ever  worked  there  has  been 
found  with  the  figure  four  on  his  chest,  dead. 
It  is  a  very  strange  and  grewsome  thing,  and  I 
'am  not  able  to  understand  it  myself.  I  would 
he  glad  if  you  would  come  out  here  and  give 
this  your  attention  at  once,  for  it  is  impossible 
to  do  anything  with  these  men.  Of  course  it  is 
not  possible  J,o  work  the  land  without  men,  and 
perhaps  you  can  disabuse  their  minds  of  the  su¬ 
perstition,  or  at  least  get  at  the  bottom  of%  the 
Btrange  mystery.  I  await  your  commands. 

Fred  was  astonished  and  interested  as  well. 

“Well,”  he  muttered,  “this  will  not  do.  I  must 
lay  that  ghost  or  my  investment  in  Pennsylvania 
will  not  be  worth  much.” 

Accordingly,  Fred  wrote  to  Terry,  who  received 
the  letter  the  next  day  and  after  Fred  had  taken 
the  train  for  Coalville.  Terry  was  of  course  ex¬ 
cited  and  interested  as  well,  for  he  knew  that 


it  meant  some  exciting  adventures  for  Fred  and 
he  wanted  to  be  with  him.  But  at  present  he 
could  not  leave  Fredonia,  for  he  had  to  take 
care  of  his  father’s  busirtess  until  he  was  able 
to  get  out  again.  Terry  chafed  for  he  was  not 
at  all  pleased  to  be  away  from  Fred  in  this  new 
exigency.  He  had  no  other  alternative,  though, 
and  he  contented  himself  with  writing  to  Fred : 

“Dear  Old  Pal: — I  am  sorry  that  my  dad’s  ill¬ 
ness  keeps  me  here,  but  I  will  be  with  you  as 
soon  as  I  can  get  away.  I  am  crazy  to  be  with 
you,  for  from  what  you  write  it  is  pretty  cer¬ 
tain  that  there  is  some  kind  of  a  scheme  to  heat 
us  out  of  that  land.  I’ll  bet  that  some  shrewd 
gang  of  speculators  are  at  the  bottom  of  that 
figure  four  business  to  scare  the  miners  away, 
so  that  they  can  buy  the  land  cheap.  See  if  I 
am  not  right.  When  I  get  out  there  with  you  we 
will  make  things  hum.  Be  careful  of  yourself 
and  take  no  chances.  I’ll  be  with  you  as  soon  as 
I  can.” 

This  letter  cheered  Fred  not  a  little  and  he 
was  more  reconciled  to  the  fate  that  had  sent 
him  out  into  that  wild  region  alone.  But  Fred 
found  things  exceedingly  interesting  when  he 
struck  the  little  mining  town.  He  was  met  at 
the  station  by  Merrill,  who  was  a  big,  strapping 
miner,  with  a  face  like  a  full  moon.  He  was  a 
good-natured  fellow,  though,  and  was  esteemed  by 
all  as  honest  and  upright.  Fred  had  placed  great 
confidence  in  him  and  he  could  not  for  a  moment 
doubt  him.  So  when  Merrill  told  Fred  the  strange 
story  of  the  figure  four  he  was  hound  to  believe 
him,  and  he  was  as  surprised  and  mystified  as 
the  rest  of  the  people  of  the  town. 

“That  is  a  very  queer  thing,  Merrill,”  said 
Fred.  “I  wonder  that  your  local  officers  of  the 
law  do  not  take  it  up  and  solve  the  mystery.” 

“Oh,  mercy!”  groaned  the  miner.  “I  reckon 
you  don’t  know  much  about  the  constabulary  in 
this  region.  It  is  a  joke.  There  ain’t  much  law 
in  this  place,  hut  there  are  some  square  men,  just 
the  same.” 

“Well,”  asked  Fred,  “what  do  you  make  of  it? 
What  is  the  explanation  of  it?  There  must  be 
some  scheme  at  the  bottom  and,  of  course,  it  is 
a  human  agency  and  they  have  a  motive,” 
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“The  only  motive  I  know  of,  Fearnot,  is  the 
one  that  I  wrote  you  about.  I  believe  that  some 
chap  with  more  laziness  than  brains  has  found 
out  there  is  a  rich  vein  of  coal  on  that  land  and 
he  wants  to  get  hold  of  it  for  himself.  He  has 
probablv  concocted  a  scheme  by  which  he  thinks 
he  can  force  you  to  sell.  No  miner  in  this  region 
at  present  will  work  on  that  claim.” 

With  that  Merrill  told  Fred  a  thrilling  story 
of  the  doings  of  the  villain  and  it  was  so  awful 
that  it  chilled  the  blood  to  listen  to  it.  Merrill 
told  the  story  without  any  frills. 

“Only  last  night,  Fearnot,  one  of  our  men  was 
going  across  lots  to  the  Big  League  Mine  when 
he  was  set  upon  by  some  unknown  foe,  and  he 
was  found  this  morning  with  his  n’eck  broken  and 
the  great  figure  four  painted  in  black  on  his 
chest.  It  scared  the  people  and  they  are  shy 
about  going  out  at  night  now.” 

Fred  listened  with  amazement,  for  he  could 
not  believe  it  all.  It  seemed  like  a  fairy  story 
and  not  like  a  real  thing  at  all.  Who  could  the 
strange  murderer  be  and  what  was  his  motive? 
This  was  what  constituted  the  mystery,  and  Fred 
realized  that  it  must  be  solved.  He  at  once  took 
rooms  at  the  local  hotel  and  he  requested  Merrill 
not  to  let  it  be  known  that  he  was  in  town. 

“Merrill,”  he  said,  “if  the  fellow  is  really  try¬ 
ing  to  keep  the  miners  from  working  in  my  mine 
it  will  be  better  that  he  does  not  know  that  I  am 
here.  You  can  readily  see  the  logic  if  that.” 

“All  right,  Fearnot.  I  will  do  as  you  say.” 

So  Fred  registered  at  the  hotel  under  another 
name  and  at  once  took  a  trip  out  to  his  land. 
Fred  found  that  it  presented  a  deserted  appear¬ 
ance,  for  the  men  had  all  left  work  and  he  could 
not  see  that  any  progress  had  been  made  in  the 
sinking  of  the  shaft.  It  annoyed  Fred  much,  for 
he  had  hoped  that  the  shaft  would  be  all  ready 
to  use  when  he  should  pay  the  place  a  visit.  As 
Fred  was  making  his  way  through  a  wooded  part 
of  the  coal  land  he  suddenly  saw  smoke  coming 
out  of  a  hole  in  the  ground.  It  looked  as  if  there 
might  be  a  fire  in  the  mine  and  he  at  once  began 
to  investigate.  The  hole  in  the  ground  was  the 
chimney  of  an  underground  dwelling,  and  Fred 
heard  voices  coming  up  from  below. 

“Well,  well!  This  is  funny  enough!”  he  mut¬ 
tered.  “Who  has  a  dug-out  on  my  land?  I  won¬ 
der  if  Merrill  knows  about  this?” 

Fred  was  interested  and  he  decided  to  see 
what  it  meant.  Fred  crept  to  the  hole  and  tried 
to  look  down  into  the  den  below,  but  the  smoke 
came  up  so  thickly  that  he  could  not  see  anything. 
He  looked  around  for  the  entrance  to  the  place, 
but  he  could  not  find  it.  The  hole  in  the  ground 
that  the  smoke  came  up  through  was  all  he 
could  find.  He  made  his  way  some  distance  to 
a  high,  overhanging  bank  that  had  been  used 
once  as  a  dumping  place  for  coal,  and  he  Search¬ 
ed  for  the  entrance  that  he  was  sure  was  there. 
The  result  was  that  as  he  was  engaged  thus  he 
saw  a  couple  of  men  come  along  the  brow  of  the 
bank,  and  he  had  just  time  to  get  out  of  sight 
when  they  came  upon  the  spot.  Fred  sank  down 
behind  a  bush  and  watched  them  with  interest. 
He  saw  that  they  were  men  of  the  rough,  moun¬ 
tain  type  and  that  they  were  armed  with  re¬ 
peating  rifles. 

I  he  ruffians,  for  such  they  plainly  were,  soon 
stopped  where  the  bank  made  a  dip  and  there 


they  crouched  down  and  waited.  It  was  some 
time  before  any  explanation  occurred.  Fred, 
who  was  intently  watching  them  and  "who  was  in¬ 
terested  beyond  description,  kept  his  place  and 
waited.  It  was  not  many  minutes  before  there 
was  a  movement  on  the  part  of  one  of  the  men, 
and  he  raised  up  and  in  an  instant  his  hand  held 
a  revoler  and  he  fired.  There  was  an  awful  yell 
of  agony  and  Fred  saw  a  man  go  reeling  down 
the  other  side  of  the  bank.  He  measured  his 
length  in  the  pine  needles  of  the  growth  of  woods 
below.  Then  the  men  turned  and  ran  like  mad 
for  the  forest  some  distance  beyond  and  were  out 
of  sight.  Fred  was  now  upon  his  feet  and  tempt¬ 
ed  to  go  after  them,  but  it  wTas  too  late.  Again, 
he  could  not  see  what  would  be  gained  by  it,  so 
he  remained  where  he  was.  It  was  well  that  he 
did,  for  he  heard  the  sounds  of  voices  raised  in 
anger,  and  through  the  pine  growth  there  rushed 
half  a  dozen  fierce  and  angry  men.  They  were 
bent  upon  avenging  the  fate  of  their  comrade  and 
then  Fred  understood  what  it  meant.  It  was  one 
of  those  feuds  that  are  common  among  the  men 
of  the  lawless  country  about.  But  the  assassins 
were  far  beyond  pursuit  by  this  time,  though  the 
men  who  had  come  to  the  aid  of  the  one  who  had 
been  shot  were  now  far  away,  and  Fred  found 
himself  making  his  way  rapidly  to  the  side  of 
the  unfortunate  victim.  He  reached  the  fellow’s 
side  and  held  his  head  up  and  saw  that  the  pallor 
of  death  was  fast  creeping  over  his  face.  But 
his  eyes  were  yet  bright,  and  he  seemed  to  be 
conscious.  He  looked  into  the  face  of  Fearnot, 
who  was  bending  over  him,  and  in  a  husky  voice 
he  said: 

“Boss,  that  was  a  cowardly  shot!  They  did 
not  even  give  me  a  chance  for  my  life!” 

“You  are  right,  my  friend.  What  does  it  mean? 
Why  should  they  fire  at  you?  Are  they  enemies?” 

“They  are  the  Mayo  gang  and  they  are  at  feud 
with  us.  Old  Hank  Mayo  has  sworn  to  get  the 
whole  of  us  and  he  has  got  me  all  right.” 

“I  am  afraid  that  is  true,  my  friend.  “I  am 
fearful  that  your  wound  is  mortal.  But  I  will 
be  glad  to  help  you  all  that  I  can.  How  far  is 
it  to  your  home?” 

The  fellow  looked  at  Fred  and  smiled: 

“Boss,- that  is  a  magic  word.  I  have  not  heard 
it  since  I  was  a  boy.  My  home,  is  the  world  and 
any  place  where  I  can  sleep  and  eat.  I  have 
been  a  recluse  and  a  fugitive  from  the  law  for 
twenty  years.  I  was  never  guilty  of  a  crime, 
either.” 

“Then  you  must  know  all  about  the  criminal 
life  hereabouts.  Can  you  tell  me  the  mystery 
of  the  sign  of  the  four?” 

The  man  gave  a  start  and  looked  at  Fred  with 
a  strange  light  in  his  dim  eyes.  He  stared  at 
Fred  for  a  moment  and  it  was  some  time  before 
he*  answered : 

“My  friend,  I  am  afraid  that  you  will  get 
into  trouble  if  you  meddle  with  such  a  thing  as 
that.  There  is  not  a  man  in  these  parts  who 
cares  to  say  much  about  that  figure  four  matter; 
It  is  beyond  me,  and  there  is  a  belief  that  the  Old 
Nick  is  behind  it.” 

Fred  was  astonished. 

“You  surprise  me,”  he  said.  “You  look  like  an 
intelligent  man.  Are  you  a  victim  of  that  foolish 
superstition  also?” 

“Boss,  you  cannot  call  it  superstition,  1  tell 
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you  it  is  beyond  doubt  that  something;  more  than 
human  is  concerned  in  that  mysterious  four 
business.  I  am  convinced  that  only  the  Old  Nick 
can  be  at  the  bottom  of  it.” 


CHAPTER  II.— The  Kidnaped  Youth. 

The  words  had  barely  left  the  man’s  lips  when 
Fred  saw  a  change  come  over  his  face.  He  seem¬ 
ed  to  grcftv^grayish  in  color  and  his  voice  failed, 
and  he  was  not  able  to  speak  again.  He  sank 
back  and  was  seized  with  a  sudden  shivering  and 
his  limbs  became  stiff  and  his  breath  grew  ster¬ 
torous.  Fred  saw  that  he  was  dying.  Fred  saw 
that  he  was  beyond  earthly  aid,  so  he  simply 
held  his  head  and  after  the  death  struggle  was 
over  he  closed  his  eyes.  Fred  arose  and  stood 
back  in  a  reverent  manner,  for  he  was  impressed 
to  be  in  the  presence  o£  the  dead.  He  experienced 
a  regret  that  he  was  not  able  to  get  fuller  details 
from  the  fellow.  But  death  had  sealed  his  lips 
and  there  was  no  way  now  to  solve  the  mystery 
save  to  depend  upon  his  personal  ability.  He 
was,  however,  more  than  ever  determined  to  do 
this. 

It  was  several  days  later  before  the  people 
knew  that  it  was  Fearnot  who  owned  the  Big 
League  Mine,  and  was  going  to  open  it  up.  Fred 
at  once  began  to  take  measure  to  open  up  the 
mine.  He  advertised  for  miners  to  work  the  mine 
and  offered  increased  wages.  But  there  was  not  a 
great  response  to  the  offer.  Only  a  few  strag¬ 
glers  came  in  to  offer  their  services  and  they  were 
not  experienced  miners.  It  annoyed  Fred  very 
much  and  he  saw  that  he  was  not  going  to  get 
enough  men  to  open  up  the  mine.  This,  of  course, 
handicapped  the  work  at  the  mine  and  he  was 
very  much  bothered.  But  he  took  the  handful 
of  men  he  had  secured  and  went  out  and  began 
operations.  First,  Fred  investigated  the  dug-out 
habitation  that  had  attracted  his  attention  when 
he  had  first  visited  the  place  and  he  found- that 
it  had  been  deserted.  It  seemed  that  the  Whitcher 
gang  had  lived  there  until  the  visit  of  Hank 
Mayo,  the  leader  of  the  gang  that  was  at  feud 
with  the  Whitchers,  and  then  after  the  murder 
of  Jack  Whitcher,  they  had  departed.  Fred  was 
glad  enough  of  this  for  he  did  not  want  either 
party  in  the  place,  and  the  miners  were  also 
glad.  But  Fred  soon  had  things  going  smooth 
at  the  mine  and  work  was  well  under  way  when 
an  incident  occurred  that  once  more  gave  the 
town  and  all  in  that  vicinity  a  shock.  Fred  went 
to  the  mine  one  day,  to  find  on  the  door  of  the 
shanty  that  was  his  office,  a  placard,  upon  which 
was  written: 

“Sir: — This  is  fair  warning!  You  are  tres¬ 
passing  on  other’s  property  and  you  must  at  once 
get  off  and  never  trouble  this  place  with  your 
presence  again,  or  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you! 

“(Signed)  FIGURE  FOUR.” 

Fred  read  this  striking  epistle  and  bit  his  lip. 
Hia  anger  v/as  aroused  and  he  felt  a  spirit  of 
rebellion  against  the  mandate  and  this  unknown 
dictator,  and  he  was  ready  to  take  the  challenge 
that  was  thus  offered.  Fred’s  determination  was 
aroused  and  he  meant  to  carry  out  his  purpose. 


He  did  not  tell  the  men  anything  about  the 
strange  warning,  but  it  happened  that  the  fore¬ 
man  saw  it  on  the  door  and  he  became  so  scared 
that  he  told  the  others  and  they  took  fright  and 
fled.  He  went  with  them  and  the  next  day,  when 
Fred  got  out  to  the  mine,  there  was  nobody  there. 
Not  a  man  was  there  to  go  to  work.  Fred  went 
back  to  town  and  he  began  to  at  once  tell  every¬ 
body  about  the  cowardice  of  the  men.  Of  course 
the  people  were  interested  and  they  listened  and 
said  but  little.  But  in  the  attempt  to  get  more 
men  to  go  out  there  to  work  Fred  failed  com¬ 
pletely.  They  would  not  go,  and  that  was  all 
there  was  to  it.  The  superstitious  fear  was 
there  and  it  would  not  be  wiped  out.  The  men 
were  not  able  to  understand  why  the  mysterious 
assassin  was  not  captured  and  punished.  They 
shook  their  heads  and  there  were  mutterings  of 
the  doings  of  Old  Nick. 

That  decided  Fred  that  it  was  of  no  use  to 
work  on  the  land  until  he  had  laid  the  ghost  that 
had  terrorized  the  people.  So  Fred  gave  up 
his  plan  and  went  to  work  to  run  down  the  mys¬ 
tery  of  the  figure  four.  Fred’s  first  plan  was  to 
organize  a  band  of  courageous  men  and  call  them 
the  Vigilants.  He  armed  them  and  they  were 
to  patrol  the  town  at  night  and  to  hunt  for  any 
clue  of  the  mysterious  figure  four  criminal.  It 
was  a  good  plan,  for  in  a  short  while  there  ceased 
to  be  any  more  of  the  mysterious  crimes  com¬ 
mitted  in  the  town.  Matters  were  thus  when 
one  night  the  band  of  Vigilants  were  on  their 
way  through  the  streets  of  the  town,  looking  for 
clues,  when  they  met  a  woman  wringing  her 
hands  and  crying  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 
Fred  was  interested  at  once  and  he  stopped  the 
woman  and  asked  her  what  the  matter  was. 

“Oh,  sir,”  the  woman  said,  “I  am  a  poor  woman 
and  my  son  has  left  my  home  and  I  cannot  find 
him.  I  fear  that  he  has  met  his  death,  for  he 
received  a  warning  from  the  strange  man  who 
calls  himself  the  figure  four,  and  he  vanished 
right  after  that/  Oh,  my  heart  is  breaking!” 

Fred  listened  to  the  poor  woman  and  asked  her 
a  number  of  questions.  She  answered  them  all 
right,  but  Fred  felt  sure  that  her  son  was  really 
foully  dealt  with.  There  was  a  young  man  in 
the  party  named  Howard  and  he  knew  the  miss¬ 
ing  youth.  He  said  that  his  name  was  Ward 
and  that  he  was  so  unfortunate  as  to  have  in 
some  manner  incurred  the  dislike  of  the  mysteri¬ 
ous  gang  of  villains  who  were  guilty  of  the  crimes 
that  had  been  so  prevalent  in  the  region  about. 
The  night  was  a  dark  one  and  Fred  suggested 
that  they  go  out  to  the  mine  and  pursue  the 
search  there.  The  young  men  of  the  party  were 
willing  to  do  this,  but  those  of  the  party  who  were 
miners  stood  back.  None  of  them  wanted  to  risk 
going  out  there.  Fred  was  amazed  and  he  tried 
to  reason  with  them,  saying: 

“Oh,  my!  I  cannot  see  what  you  are  afraid 
of.  There  can  be  no  spiritual  manifestation  out 
there,  and  as  for  the  human  being  you  ought  not 
to  fear  him.” 

But  the  miners  in  the  party  backed  out  utterly 
and  Fred  was  left  with  only  a  handful  of  youths. 
But  they  were  willing  to  stand  by  him  and  de¬ 
clared  that  they  would  go  out  to  the  mines  with 
him  in  the  dark  and  that  they  did  not  fear  any¬ 
thing  supernatural.  So  they  set  out  and  as  they 
made  their  way  through  a  side  street  they  «ame 
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to  an  old  church  that  stood  back  from  the 
street.  One  of  the  boys  stopped  and  exclaimed: 

“Oh,  say!  I  see  someone  sitting  in  the  church 
door.  I  wonder  what  he  is  doing  there?’’ 

Fred  heard  this  remark  and  he  stopped  and 
entered  the  churchyard,  the  others  following. 
They  went  up  to  the  church  door,  and  as  Fred 
flashed  the  rays  of  his  lantern  all  gave  -a  shout 
of  surprise.  There  was  reason  for  this.  As  they 
approached  the  door  of  the  chapel  a  huddled 
figure  was  seen.  Fred  flashed  his  lantern  upon 
it  and  exclaimed: 

“Hello!  Here  is  more  mystery!” 

A  young  man  lay  insensible  in  the  doorway 
with  the  mysterious  figure  four  on  his  chest. 
The  youths  with  Fred  were  startled,  and  a  thrill 
of  fear  went  through  them  as  they  saw  that  the 
mysterious  figure  four  was  the  explanation  of  it 
all.  The  young  man  who  lay  there  was  the  miss¬ 
ing  son  of  the  poor  woman  who  had  appealed  to 
Fred  to  learn  his  fate.  Fred  bent  down  over 
the  youth  and  removed  the  big  placard  that  had 
the  figure  four  inscribed  on  it.  He  felt  the  pulse 
of  the  youth  and  found  to  his  joy  that  it  was 
beating. 

“We  shall  save  him,”  he  declared.  “That  will 
be  a  good  thing,  for  he  can  give  us  some  in¬ 
formation  about  those  who  assaulted  him.” 

All  were  glad,  to  know  that  the  youth  would 
live.  Fred  sent  one  of  the  boys  for  some  water 
and  when  it  came  he  poured  some  of  it  down 
the  throat  of  the  youth.  He  seemed  to  revive, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  was  able  to  open  his  eyes 
and  look  about  him.  Fred  waited  until'  he  saw 
that  the  youth  was  able  to  comprehend  what  was 
going  on  around  him,  and  then  he  asked: 

“Young  man,  what  does  this  mean?  Why  are 
you  in  this  condition?” 

The  youth  drew  a  deep  breath  and  the  terror 
shone  in  his  eyes.  He  shuddered  and  looked 
about  him  in  a  fearful  way. 

“Oh,  am  I  living?”  he  gasped.  “Thank  heaven 
for  that!  I  am  sure  that  it  must  be  a  miracle, 
for  that  awful  fiend  th'ought  that  I  was  dead.  Oh, 
it  was  awful!  I  never  want  to  go  through  such 
an  experience  again." 

Of  course  Fred  was  interested  and  he  pressed 
the  youth  for  a  more  complete  story.  The  young 
man  raised  his  head  slowly  and  looked  at  Fred 
and  said : 

“I  received  a  warning  that  my  life  was  sought 
by  foes  and  I  have  been  on  my  guard,  but  have 
not  been  able  to  get  hold  of  any  clue  as  to  who 
sent  me  such  a  warning. 

“I  was  determined  that  I  would  learn  who  it 
was,  so  I  followed  up  one  clue  after  another,  and 
at  last  I  found  that  I  was  in  turn  being  followed. 
I  made  up  my  mind  that  I  would  find  out  who 
was  following  me  and  I  learned  that  it  was  the 
strange  man  who  has  committed  so  many  crimes 
under  the  name  of  the  figure  four.  It,  of  course, 
gave  me  something  to  think  about,  though  I  was 
not  exactly  scared. 

But  I  was  on  my  guard  and  I  determined  to, 
If  possible,  trap  the  foe.  In  turn  I  was  trapped 
myself,  and  for  two  days  I  have  been  a  prisoner 
in  a  barn  in  the  country  not  many  miles  from 
hei e.  Rut  after  many  tortures  I  was  brought 
here  and  told  that  I  must  die.  The  next  thing  I 
knew  I  was  given  a  blow  from  behind  and  I 


went  over  on  mv  back  insensible.  I  knew  no 
more  till  you  aroused  me.” 

It  was  a  very  strange  story  and  the  mystery 
was  increased  instead  of  being  simplified.  Fred 
was  very  much  puzzled  and  he  asked  the  youth 
if  he  could  give  a  description  of  the  strange  per¬ 
son  who  had  held  him  prisoner  in  such  a  man¬ 
ner.  The  reply  was  that  he  could  not. 

“It  may  seem  strange,  but  I  never  once  saw 
his  face.  He  wore  a  mask  that  I  could  not  pene¬ 
trate.” 

“This  is  all  very  strange,”  said  Fred.  “But 
could  you  make  no  effort  at  getting  away  from 
him?” 

“That  is  the  strangest  part  of  it  all.  He 
seemed  to  have  a  wonderful  hold  upon  me  that 
might  be  hypnotism.  At  any  rate,  he  held  me 
under  a  strange  spell  that  I  could  not  break.” 

Fred  saw  the  possibility  of  such  a  thing  at 
once  and  be  began  to  upderstand  many  things. 
He  was  convinced  tha  the  strange  assassin  was 
a  hypnotist  as  well.  Young  Ward  was  thank¬ 
ful  to  the  rescuers  indeed  and  he  at  once  started 
for  his  home.  He  was  glad  to  relieve  the  anxiety 
of  his  mother,  and  he  said: 

“I  am  sure  that  the  villain  thought  that  I  was 
dead  or  that  I  would  die  when  he  left  me.  I  am 
glad  to  have  escaped,  for  I  am  the  only  one 
who  ever  has.  I  shall  be  on  my  guard  after 
this.” 

Fred  and  his  companions  continued  their 
search,  but  it  was  without  avail,  for  the  unknown 
miscreant  left  no  trail  behind  him.  The  story  of 
young  Ward  excited  Coalville  more  and  there 
was  a  fearful  feeling  that  no  one’s  life  was  safe 
in  the  place.  The  citizens  were  helpless  with  a 
species  of  terror  that  was  hard  to  describe.  But 
Fred  found  it  impossible  to  get  men  to  wofk  at 
the  mine.  He  was  in  a  quandary  and  he  talked 
with  Merrill  about  the  situation.  The  land  agent 
was  as  much  puzzled  as  Fearnot. 

“I  do  not  know  how  to  advise  you,”  he  said. 
“You  see  you  cannot  convince  the  people  that 
the  figure  four  is  not  the  work  of  some  uncanny 
being.  They  are  afraid  that  the  one  who  works 
in  that  mine  will  be  killed.  It  is  a  deadly  fear.” 

“All  right,”  said  Fred,  grimly.  “It  has  come 
to  the  point  where  it  is  a  question  of  the  mine 
or  the  figure  four.  If  that  ghost  cannot  be  laid 
the  mine  property  will  not  be  worth  anything.*' 

“It  looks  that  way,  Mr.  Fearnot.” 

Fred  was  determined  to  take  active  steps  to 
solve  the  mystery.  But  he  was  really  at  a  loss 
how  to  proceed. 


CHAPTER  III. — Terry  Makes  An  Appearance. 

Fred  wondered  why  Terry  did  not  write  to  him 
and  let  him  know  when  he  was  coming.  It  looked 
as  if  his  chum  had  forgotten  him  and  Fred  felt 
just  a  little  bit  hurt.  It  was  a  foolish  feeling,  of 
course,  but  he  could  not  help  it,  and  he  decided 
to  wire  Terry  and  find  out  why  he  did  not  come 
to  Pennsylvania,  or  if  there  was  anything  wrong. 
So  Fred  sent  a  wire  to  Terry: 

“Dear  Old  Friend:— Where  are  you?  Whv  do 
you  not  write?” 
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It  was  some  hours  later  that  an  answer  came. 
It  was  worded  as  follows,  and  in  Terry’s  char- 
actertistic  manner: 

“I  am  more  anxious  to  be  with  you  than  you 
can  know.  Look  for  me  in  twenty-four  hours.” 

Fred  was  relieved  and  delighted.  He  felt  the 
need  of  Terry  to  help  him  out  in  this  case  of  mys¬ 
tery  and  he  felt  that  together  they  could  do  it. 
But  Terry  did  not  come  in  the  twenty-four  hours, 
and  when  he  did  come  he  was  met  with  another 
mystery  that  was  a  shock  to  him.  Fred  went 
to  his  room  after  receiving  the  telegram  and  he 
proceeded  to  write  some  letters.  It  was  dark 
when  he  got. through  and  he  left  his  room  and 
went  downstaires  to  mail  the  letters.  Fred  found 
that  he  could  get  the  letters  in  the  evening  mail 
by  taking  them  to  the  letter-box  in  the  street, 
so  he  did  so.  He  mailed  the  letters  and  had 
started  back  to  the  hotel  with  the  purpose  of  go¬ 
ing  to  bed  when  he  saw  a  figure  slink  into  the 
shadows  just  at  the  corner.  Ordinarily,  Fred 
would  not  have  heeded  the  figure,  but  now  every¬ 
thing  attracted  his  attention  and  he  determined 
to  know  what  it  meant. 

So  he  followed  the  shadowy  figure  down  a  dark 
side  street,  and  as  he  went  on  he  became  con¬ 
vinced  that  there  was  something  in  the  matter. 
He  was  half  inclined  to  believe  that  the  figure 
was  that  of  the  mysterious  man  of  the  figure  four. 
Of  course  Fred  was  thrilled  with  interest  and 
he  kept  on  until  he  came  to  the  end  of  the  dark 
street,  where  he  lost  sight  of  his  man.  But  he 
had  no  idea  of  giving  up  the  quest,  so  he  plunged 
deeper  into  the  gloom.  Suddenly  he  thought  he 
saw  his  man  in  the  shadows  of  the  corner  beyond 
and  he  made  a  lunge  at  him.  That  was  all  that 
Fred  ever  remembered  of  the  affair.  He  was 
struck  on  the  head  by  some  object  and  was  in¬ 
stantly  rendered  unconscious.  Fred  knew  no 
more. 

He  did  not  return  to  his  hotel  that  night,  and 
the  next  morning  a  handsome,  manly-looking 
young  fellow  entered  the  office  and  called  to  the 
porter  to  take  his  bag.  He  went  to  the  counter 
and  registered  and  the  clerk  asked  him  if  he 
wanted  a  room.  The  answer  was  : 

“I  am  not  sure.  I  want  to  know  if  there  is  a 
young  man  by  the  name  of  Feamot  here?” 

“I  think  there  is,”  said  the  clerk.  “I  will  send 
up  to  his  room  and  see.” 

So  the  bellboy  went  to  Fred’s  room  and  re¬ 
turned  with  the  information  that  he  was  not  in 
his  room.  He  was  out  and  Terry,  for  it  was  him, 
bowed  and  said: 

‘  You  may  give  me  a  room  then  and  I  will  see 
him  later.” 

Terry  was  shown  to  a  room  and  made  himself 
comfortable.  He  of  course  wondered  where  Fred 
was  and  finally  he  decided  to  take  a  look  out  at 
the  coal  lands  to  see  if  his  chum  was  not  out 
there.  It  did  not  take  Terry  long  to  make  his 
way  out  to  the  claim  and  he  arrived  there  and 
looked  around  for  Fred.  He  found  no  one,  for 
the  place  was  deserted,  of  course.  He  did  not 
even  find  any  sign  of  Fred. 

“That  is  queer!”  muttered  Terry.  “I  wonder 
where  he  ha:-:  gone?  He  was  expecting  me  and 
he  ought  to  be  here.” 

But  Terry  had  really  no  fear  that  Fred  might 


be  in  trouble,  for  he  realized  that  it  was  quite 
possible  that  he  was  somewhere  around  the  town. 
But  he  went  back  to  the  hotel.  After  the  dinner 
hour  when  Fred  did  not  return,  Terry  became 
somewhat  alarmed.  He  began  to  think  that 
something  might  have  happened.  He  made  more 
inquiries  about  his  chum,  and  at  last  he  saw 
Merrill  coming  into  the  office.  Terry  recognized 
the  land  agent  and  he  went  up  to  him. 

“Hello,  Merrill!  Where  is  my  p'ard,  Fearnot?” 

Merrill  gave  an  exclamation. 

“Why,  hello,  Olcott!  Where  on  earth  did  you 
come  from?” 

“I  have  just  come  from  home.  But  why  don’t 
you  answer  my  question?  Where  is  Fred?” 

Merrill  looked  puzzled  and  answered: 

“I  am  not  able  to  answer  vou.  I  saw  him  yes¬ 
terday  morning  and  I  have  not  seen  him  since. 
I  fear  that  he  is  out  of  town.” 

“Did  he  tell  you  that  he  was  going  out  of 
town?” 

“Indeed,  he  did  not!  I  know  nothing  about  his 
plans.”  "v 

Terry  was  convinced  that  Fred  was  the  victim 
of  foul  play  and  that  he  must  do  something 
at  once  to  learn  and  avenge  his  fate.  Terry  was 
of  the  kind  that  are  loval  to  their  friends,  and 
he  could  not  think  of  resting  until  he  had  learned 
the  fate  of  his  chum.  So  he  thanked  the  land 
agent  and  said: 

“I  am  going  to  find  Fearnot  at  any  cost.  His 
fate  shall  be  solved  within  twenty-four  hours.  If 
any  harm  has  come  to  him  I  will  avenge  him  at 
the  cost-  of  my  life.” 

Terry  was  all  stirred  up  and  he  was  ready 
to  carry  out  any  project  to  avenge  his  friend. 
He  asked  Merrill  many  questions  and  the  more 
he  learned  the  more  convinced  he  was  that  foul 
play  had  been  done  his  chum  and  he  was  de¬ 
termined  to  learn  what  it  was.  Terry  obtained 
only  one  clue  that  was  reliable  and  that  was  that 
Fred  had  left  the  hotel  at  a  certain  hour  in  the 
evening  and  fie  also  made  sure  that  he  had  not 
been  seen  to  return.  This  was  to  Terry  pretty 
good  evidence  that  Fred  had  been  dealt  foully 
with.  He  learned  the  story  of  the  mysterious 
figure  four  and  his  blood  turned  cold  as  he 
realized  that  beyond  a  doubt  his  chum  had  fallen 
a  victim  to  that  strange  villain. 

When  the  people  in  the  town  learned  of  the 
mysterious  disappearance  of  Fearnot  they  shrug¬ 
ged  their  shoulders  and  there  was  a  general  ex¬ 
pression  that  he  had  met  the  fate  of  so  many 
others  who  had  announced  that  they  were  going 
to  run  down  the  unknown  villain  and  murderer. 
Terry  exerted  every  means  in  his  power  to  learn 
all  about  the  figure  four  mystery  and  he  gained 
many  important  facts  that  seemed  certain  to  re¬ 
sult  in  solving  the  mysterious  disappearance  of 
Fred.  _  Of  course  Terry  did  not  accept  the  su¬ 
perstitious  belief  of  the  townspeople  that  Old 
Nick  was  the  author  of  the  figure  four.  He 
knew  that  it  was  some  cabal  of  crime,  but  just 
what  it  would  be  he  was  at  a  loss  to  even  guess. 

Thus  matters  were  when  another  victim  of 
the  unknown  assassin  was  found  in  a  dark  street 
of  the  town.  A  man  named  Warner,  who  had 
been  heard  to  sav  that  he  was  not  afraid  of  the 
figure  four  and  would  yet  track  the  unknown 
down,  was  found  with  the  stamp  of  death  upon 
his  brow,  and  on  his  breast  was  pinned  the 
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strange  sign  of  the  four.  It  was  an  uncanny 
and  horrible  thing  and  the  people  were  to  be 
forgiven  for  the  feeling  of  horror  that  swept 
over  them.  The  town  was  once  more  shocked  be¬ 
yond  description.  Terry  tried  to  investigate  the 
affair  and  hp  was  unable  to  even  get  the  least 
clue.  But  he  did  not  for  a  moment  give  up  his 
effort  to  catch  the  villain,  and  at  last  he  ran 
upon  a  clue  that  promised  something  of  value. 
Terry  had  tried  to  get  men  to  patrol  the  region 
about  the  mine,  thinking  that  he  would  get  track 
of  the  mysterious  villain  out  there,  as  the  strange 
warning  sent  to  Fred  had  given  him  the  idea 
that  the  clue  might  be  found  there. 

But  he  was  unable  to  get  men  to  do  this  and 
he  yvent  out  to  the  mihe  himself  and  kept  watch 
at  night.  Terry  felt  sure  that  he  could  get  the 
right  clue  there.  He  accordingly  spent  several 
nights  there  watching  in  the  dark,  but  he  was 
not  rewarded  by  any  clue  until  the  fourth  night. 
Then  he  happened  to  see  a  figure  pass  by  the 
entrance  of  the  mine  and  it  suggested  the  mys¬ 
terious  assassin  and  he  at  once  took  its  track. 
He  ft'"’'  td  the  figure  until  he  saw  it  disappear 
in  the  shadows.  Terry  rushed  forward  and  found 
himself  in  the  rear  of  the  shanty  that  had  been 
usbd  as  an  office.  Just  a  little  way  beyond  ‘was 
the  partly-fini%hed  shaft  cf  the  mine.  But  here 
Terry  lost  sight  of  the  figure  and  he  was  for  a 
moment  at  a  loss  what  to  do  when  he  felt  a  pres¬ 
ence  behind  him  and  instantly  he  dropped  on  his 
knees  and  whirled  about,  just  in  time  to  avoid 
an  attack  from  behind.  The  figure  was  upon 
him  like  a  whirlwind. 

In  that  moment  Terry  knew  that  he  must  fight 
for  his  life.  The  mysterious  assassin  had  attack¬ 
ed  him  and  he  felt  what  seemed  like  the  claws  of 
a  wild  beast  clutching  his  shoulder.  The  crea¬ 
ture  had  made  an  attempt  to  get  at  his  throat, 
but  he  failed.  Terry’s  quick  movement  had 
thwarted  him.  Terry  evaded  the  hold  that  the 
wretch  tried  to  get  upon  him  and  wriggled  around 
and  closed  with  him.  There  was  a  terrible  strug¬ 
gle  and  Olcott  found  that  he  was  in  the  grasp 
of  one  who  had  giant  strength.  But  as  he  was 
*  being  overwhelmed  he  thought  of  a  strong  club 
that  he  had  at  his  belt  and  he  managed  to  get 
hold  of  it. 

Quick  as  lightning  Terry  got  hold  of  it  and 
with  a  short-arm  movement  he  made  a  blow 
at  his  enemy.  There  was  a  crunching  sound  as 
the  club  came  in  contact  with  the  head  of  the 
unknown  and  then  a  weird  cry  went  up  and  the 
hold  was  relaxed,  and  before  Terry  could  get  a 
better  hold  the  mysterious  figure  wrenched  itself 
free  and  vanished  in  the  gloom.  Terry  was  after 
it  like  a  flash,  for  he  was  convinced  that  he  had 
the  real  author  of  the  reign  of  terror  in  Coal¬ 
ville  and  it  would  be  a  capture  that  would  be  of 
the  utmost  imnortance.  But  the  unknown  had 
disappeared  in  the  gloom  and  that  was  the  end 
of  it.  In  vain  Terrv  searched  for  the  mysterious 
creature.  He  had  gone  beyond  capture  and  he 
was  mystified  as  well  as  chagrined. 

“Confound  the  luck!”  muttered  Olcott.  “That 
is  too  bad!  I  must  get  him,  for  he  was  almost 
mine.  Man  or  beast,  whatever  he  is,  he  must 
be  caught  at  any  cost.” 

But  Terry  could  not  find  the  monster  and  that 
was  the  Inst  he  saw  of  him  that  night.  He  hung 
around  the  mine  the  rest  of  the  night,  but  ho  did 


not  get  another  clue.  The  real  clue,  however, 
was  a  notebook  that  he  found  on  the  ground 
when  daylight  came.  This  was  of  a  strange  char¬ 
acter.  The  contents  were  written  in  cipher. 
Terry  looked  at  it  closely  and  he  could  not  un¬ 
derstand  the  cipher.  But  that  it  was  of  the 
utmost  value  there  was  no  doubt.  It  taught  him 
that  the  unknown  was  a  cunning  wretch  and  that 
he1  employed  many  methods  of  a  shrewd  sort  to 
carry  out  his  crimes.  The  cipher  was  of  a  sort 
that  Terry  could  not  solve,  though  he  knew  many 
such.  But  it  was  a  clue  and  Terry  believed 
that  he  could  woiflc  it  out  and  yet  find  what  it 
meant.  He  took  the  book  to  the  hotel  and  studied 
the  cipher  hard. 

It  was  after  mam/  hours  of  futile  attempt 
that  he  was  induced  by  his  better  judgment  to 
seek  cne  who  made  a  business  of  tracing  ciphers, 
and  this  person  he  found.  A  man  named  Clark¬ 
son  in  the  town  was  a  noted  Egyptologist  and 
could  read  the  heiroglyphics  on  the  obelisk  with 
ease.  To  him  Terry  went.  Clarkson  looked 
at  the  cipher  and  said : 

“It  is  a  compound  system  of  letters.  You  must 
get  the  key  through  the  vowels  and  I  think  that 
I  can  work  it  out.” 

“If  you  do  you  will  be  serving  the  public 
greatly  and  also  help  me  to  run  down  the  villain. 
This  matter  has  become  a  very  serious  one  and 
we  ought  to  do  all  we  can.” 

“I  will  do  my  best,”  said  Clarkson. 

Then  he  began  work  on  the  cipher  and  Terry 
watched  his  method  with  the  greatest  of  wonder¬ 
ment.  Clarkson  tried  several  methods  which  he 
knew  and  then  he  obtained  the  first  word.  It 
was,  “Revenge.”.  After  a  while  he  read  more: 

“Revenge  is  mine,  for  I  am  the  foe  of  the 
human  race,  which  I  hate.  I  will  never  rest 
until  I  have  avenged  my  brother,  who  was  mur¬ 
dered  wilfully  by  the  public.  He  died  on  the 
scaffold  and  he  shall  be  avenged  in  full.  I  swear 
it  by  my  astral  being.  I  swear  it  by  the  Master 
of  Fate  and  the  whole  Universe.  I  make  vow  on 
my  knees  to  have  as  many  lives  to  pay  for  that 
of  my  brother  as  there  are  years  in  my  life. 
Amen!” 

It  was  a  wild  and  terrible  threat,  and  as  Terry 
studied  it  he  was  convinced  that  the  writer  was 
a  mentally-unbalanced  person.  That  he  was  an 
abnormal  criminal  was  certain. 

“Now,”  muttered  Terry,  “who  is  the  man  who 
was  hanged  in  this  vicinty?  He  is  being  avenged 
and  the  avenger,  it  seems,  is  his  brother.  Now  if 
I  can  find  out  who  has  been  hanged  I  will  be  able 
to  get  somew’here  near  his  identity.” 

So  Terry  paid  Clarkson  for  his  services  and 
then  he  sought  the  town  marshal  and  asked  him 
who  had  been  hanged  in  that  vicinity.  Tho 
marshal  was  thoughtful. 

“About  a  year  ago  there  was  a  fellow  named 
Marston  hung  for  a  crime  of  which  no  doubt  ho 
was  not  guilty.  I  tried  to  save  his  life,  but  tho 
people  demanded  his  life  and  there  was  no  re¬ 
course.  He  was  no  doubt  innocent  of  the  chargo 
against  him.” 

“Who  was  he,  and  had  he  a  brother?”  asked 
ferry.  “That  is  the  question  really.  If  we  can 
leam  that,  we  may  get  the  identity  of  the  assa*- 
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«in.  It  might  he  easy  to  bring  him  to  justice 
then.” 

“I  cannot  answer  that  question  myself,”  said 
the  town  marshal,  “but  I  think  I  can  find  a  man 
who  can  give  you  the  clue.” 

“Who  is  he?”  asked  Terry  eagerly. 

The  marshal  looked  at  his  notebook,  and  pres¬ 
ently  he  replied : 

“His  name  is  Morton,  and  he  lives  on  the  road 
that  leads  to  Black’s  Ford.  I  will  send  a  guide 
with  you  if  you  want  to  see  him.” 

“That  is  just  what  I  want.” 

The  marshal  sent  out  for  an  officer,  who  came 
in,  and  he  told  him  to  take  Terry  to  the  home  of 
Morton,  who  was  a  farmer.  The  officer  led  the 
way  out  of  the  police  headquarters  and  they  were 
soon  on  the  way  to  the  home  of  the  man  they 
wanted.  It  was  not  a  long  ways  and  they  soon 
came  to  the  house,  and  as  they  entered  the  yard 
there  rushed  at  them  a  large  dog.  The  dog  was  of 
the  mastiff  breed  and  he  would  certainly  have 
attacked  them  if  Terry  had  not  given  it  a  kick 
that  sent  it  rolling.  There  was  a  loud  yell  of 
anger  from  the  house  and  out  rushed  a  man,  who 
was  of  a  very  peculiar  appearance.  He  was  of 
owerful  build  and  had  brutal  features,  with 
eetling  brows,  and  as  he  faced  his  visitors  he 
gnarled,  angrily: 

“What  do  you  mean  by  kicking  my  dog?  You 
might  better  kick  me!” 


CHAPTER  IV. — Terry  in  a  Trap. 

Terry  saw  that  the  man  was  mad  as  a  hornet* 
and  he  at  once  took  measures  to  appease  him. 
He  said: 

“My  friend,  we  do  not  want  to  hurt  your  dog, 
but  he  would  have  made  it  hot  for  us  if  we  had 
not  taken  extreme  measures.” 

“Nonsense!”  said  the  man.  “He  is  a  perfectly 
harmless  animal.  I  will  take  it  out  of  the  hide  of 
the  man  who  kicks  my  dog.” 

“Well,  I  do  not  think  you  will  take  it  of  my 
hide  when  you  have  thought  it  over,”  said  Terry. 
“He  would  have  made  a  meal  of  me  if  I  had 
not  stopped  him.” 

The  fellow  glared  at  Terry  and  then  he  sud¬ 
denly  made  a  swing  at  the  youth,  and  if  the  blow 
had  landed  Terry  might  have  been  counted  out. 
But  the  blow  did  not  land.  Terry  was  too  quick 
and  the  blow  glanced  off  his  shoulder.  Terry, 
for  a  wonder,  kept  his  temper  and  stepped  back 
and  called  out: 

“It  is  foolish  to  attack  me,  for  I  can  break  you 
in  two.  I  do  not  want  any  trouble,  however,  and 
we  will  end  it  here,  if  you  wish.  I  have  come  here 
to  see  you  on  an  important  matter  and  not  to 
fight  with  you  over  a  miserable  cur  of  a  dog.” 

Just  then  a  slatternly  woman  came  out  of  the 
house  and  piped  out  in  the  shrillest  voice  imagin¬ 
able. 

“Jim,  can’t  you  lick  them  impudent  critters?  If 
you  kain’t,  I  kin,  an’  I  will  lick  you  afterwards!” 

The  man  turned  and  snarled: 

“Go  back  into  the  house,  you  fool!  I  am  able  to 
take  care  of  myself!  This  is  no  matter  for  a 
woman  to  mix  in!” 

The  woman  stopped  her  voice  then  and  the  mat¬ 
ter  began  to  assume  a  more  peaceable  aspect. 
The  former  said: 


.  ‘‘Boss,  I  will  admit  that  ther  dog  would  hev 
bit  you  if  he  had  got  in  on  you,  but  no  man  will 
stand  for  his  dog  being  kicked,  and  you  will  make 
it  square  by  apologizing.” 

“Oh,  well,  all  right!”  said  Terry.  “If  that  will 
suit  you  it  will  be  all  right.  Now  are  you  not 
Dan  Morton?” 

“TIiat  is  my  name,  and  it  is  a  good  name,  too. 
vv hat  do  you  want  of  me?  If  it  is  a  summons 
to  court  you  kin  bet  that  you  will  never  serve  it 
on  me.  I  reckon  that  you  air  one  of  them  lawyer 
sharps.” 

“You  are  quite  wrong.  I  am  not  a  lawyer,  or 
anything  of  the  kind.  I  am  looking  for  informa¬ 
tion  from  you  as  to  the  identity  of  the  brother  of 
Marston,  who  was  hanged  about  a  year  ago  in  this 
town.  Do  you  know  where  he  is  at  the  present 
time?” 

The  farmer  looked  at  Terry  with  surprise  and 
there  was  a  shrewd  light  in  his  eyes. 

“Oh,  I  see!  What  do  you  want  of  him?” 

“I  am  anxious  to  see  him.  I  have  news  for 
him.” 

“I  do  not  know  where  he  is.” 

Morton  spoke  curtly  and  as  if  he  had  no  idea 
of  telling  on  a  man  who  might  be  a  friend.  Terry 
saw  that  he  regarded  him  as  a  foe  and  that  it 
was  going  to  be  a  difficult  thing  to  get  any  in¬ 
formation  out  of  him.  Terry  was  convinved  that 
Morton  was  as  bad  as  Marston  and  that  he  might 
be  in  league  with  him  in  the  work  of  wreaking 
revenge  upon  the  human  for  the  hanging  of  his 
brother.  He  was  wary  and  did  not  betray  his 
purpose,  for  he  believed  that  the  man,  Marston, 
could,  .give  the  whole  story  and  that  he  was  really 
identical  with  the  mysterious  murderer.  But 
Terry  used  great  diplomacy  in  talking  with  the 
farmer  and  he  soon  had  wrung  from  him  the  con¬ 
fession  that  Joe  Marston  was  in  the  habit  of  visit- 
ing  him  and  that  he  might  be  expected  that  night 
This  was  enough  for  Terry  and  he  decided  to 
wait  for  his  chance  to  nab  the  villain.  But  Terry 
was  not  so  foolish  as  to  not  know  that  it  would 
spoil  his  plans  to  reveal  his  purpose  to  Morton. 
So  he  talked  fair  and  used  the  pretext  that  he 
wanted  to  see  Marston  on  business  that  was  im¬ 
portant  and  that  it  was  of  the  utmost  advantage 
to  him  to  see  Olcott.  The  officer  with  Terry  said 
to  him : 

“You  are  doing  the  right  thing,  for  he  is  sharp 
and  he  would  suspect  something  wrong  if  you  did 
not  take  care.” 

<  “All  right,”  said  Terry.  “It  will  be  easy  to  lull 
his  suspicions.  But  I  only  want  to  set  eyes  on 
the  villain,  for  I  am  convinced  that  Marston  is 
the  man  we  want.” 

But  every  effort  of  Terry  to  learn  anything 
about  Marston  was  met  with  a  frigid  manner 
After  a  long  time  he  managed  to  get  the  farmer 
to  make  a  date  for  him  with  Marston.  Then  feel¬ 
ing  that  he  had  done  all  that  he  could  for  the 
time,  Terry  took  his  leave.  It  was  to  be  at  nine 
o’clock  that  night  when  he  would  meet  the  fellow 
who  was  under  suspicion. 

Terry  was  all  ready  for  the  meeting  and  he 
tried  to  get  a  clue  from  Morton,  whether  he  had 
anything  to  do  with  Fred’s  disappearance.  But 
the  farmer  was  more  wary  than  ever  and  he  shut 
up  like  an  oyster. 

“Boss,”  he  said,  “you  kin  come  around  to-night 
and  I  will  tell  him  that  you  want  to  see  him.” 
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Terry  was  compelled  to  be  satisfied  with  this 
agreement  and  he  and  the  officer  took  their  leave. 
They  went  back  to  the  office  of  the  town  marshal 
and  he  asked  them  what  luck  they  had. 

“The  luck  was  not  of  the  best,”  said  Terry. 
“We  did  not  get  the  information  that  we  were 
looking  for.”  \ 

“It  is  my  opinion  that  Mr.  Fearnot  will  come 
back  of  his  own  accord,”  said  the  marshal.  “I 
think  that  he  has  simply  absented  himself  to 
track  the  man  of  the  figure  four.” 

Terry  had  thought  of  this,  but  he  knew  that 
Fred  had  expected  him,  and  he  therefore  could 
not  believe  that  he  would  not  let  him  know  where 
he  was.  But  the  marshal  did  not  agree  with 
Terry.  But  the  matter  must  rest  until  that  even¬ 
ing  and  it  was  arranged  that  the  house  of  Farmer 
Morton  should  be  surrounded  by  offiecers  when 
Terry  kept  his  appointment  there.  The  marshal 
did  not  believe  that  Morton  would  put  in  an  ap¬ 
pearance,  for  he  said  with  logic: 

“If  he  is  a  criminal  he  will  not  take  the  chance 
of  being  caught,  for  he  knows  that  it  may  be  a 
trap.  I  do  not  believe  that  you  will  be  able  to 
trap  him  that  way.” 

“Well,”  said  Terry,  “it  is  the  only  thing  to  do, 
for  we  have  no  other  clue.” 

All  plans  were  laid  and  there  was  nothing  to  do 
now  but  to  wait.  Terry  went  back  to  the  hotel 
and  sat  upon  the  piazza  and  waited  for  night. 
While  Terry  sat  there  he  watched  the  passersby 
and  he  saw  that  the  most  of  them  were  of  the 
miner  type.  Coalville  was  essentially  a  mining 
town  and  there  was  little  of  the  aristocratic  ele¬ 
ment  to  be  found.  But  Terry  read  the  faces 
of  most  of  the  men  as  honest  and  he  was  im¬ 
pressed  with  that  fact.  Many  of  the  towns  of  that 
cass  were  overrun  with  a  low  class  of  criminals. 
As  Terry  sat  there  with  his  mind  on  the  matter 
he  saw  two  men  come  upon  the  piazza  and  ap¬ 
proach  him.  They  were  rough  and  of  the  miner 
type,  and  he  wondered  what  they  wanted  of  him. 

But  one  of  them  asked  in  a  rough  way: 

“Mister,  are  you  ther  guy  what  owns  ther  un¬ 
developed  mine  ^t  the  Big  League  claim?” 

“No,  I  am  not  the  only  owner.  I  am  a  part 
owner.” 

“Waal,  wjiat  do  you  ask  for  ther  property?” 

“I  do  not  care  to  sell.  My  partner  is  absent  at 
present  and  I  could  not  give  any  decided  answer, 
anyway.” 

“We  are  miners  and  we  have  some  money  and 
would  buy  if  we  could  get  the  right  terms.  Would 
you  mind  showing  ther  property  to  us?” 

Terry  had  thought  of  going  out  to  the  mine 
again  that  day  and  he  decided  to  take  these  pro¬ 
spective  buyers  along.  He  realized  that  Fred 
might  want  to  sell  if  he  should  return.  The  two 
miners  followed  Terry  down  the  street  and  to¬ 
wards  the  mine.  They  were  inquisitive  to  the 
last  degree  and  Terry  was  kept  busy  answering 
their  many  questions.  At  last  he  grew  impatient 
and  said  something  curt  that  discouraged  any 
further  attempt.  But  in  due  time  they  reached 
the  shaft  and  Terry  proceeded  to  show  them  the 
mine.  It  was  certainly  a  fine  property  and  they 
were  deeply  impressed  with  it.  At  least,  they 
seemed  to  be.  But  Terry  could  not  give  them  any 
answer  and  they  were  apparently  disappointed. 
Finally  one  of  them  spoke  up: 
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“Boss,  will  you  give  up  the  option  on  this 
mine?  Are  you  willing  to  do  that?” 

“I  can  give  you  nothing  until  I  have  seen  my 
partner.  He  is  not  at  present  in  town  and  until 
he  returns  the  matter  will  h^ve  to  be  held  in 
abeyance.” 

One  of  them  chuckled  and  said: 

“I  guess  he  is  not  likely  to  return,  anyway.  I 
have  heard  that  he  is  done  up  by  ther  man  of  ther 
figure  four.” 

Terry  gave  a  start. 

“When  did  you  hear  that?”  he  asked. 

“Oh,  that  is  talk  around  ther  town!” 

Terry  walked  up  to  the  miner  and  looked  him 
straight  in  the  eye. 

“My  friend,”  he  asked,  “what  do  you  know 
about  this  matter?  Can  you  give  me  a  cjue  as  to 
the  fate  of  my  chum?” 

“Oh,  he  is  your  chum,  is  he?”  sneered  the  man 
in  a  changed  tone,  and  as  Terry  observed,  drop¬ 
ping  the  vernacular  of  the  mines.  “I  guess  that 
you  will  have  a  chance  to  explain  why  you  are 
nosing  around  in  this  part  of  the  country,  where 
you  have  no  right.  Mister,  you  are  one  of  the 
biggest  fools  that  I  ever  knew.  You  have  run’ 
your  blooming  head  into  a  fine  noose.  You  are  a 
prisoner  at  this  moment.  Close  in  on  him,  men!” 

Terry  saw  that  he  had  run  into  a  trap,  in  spite 
of  his  precautions,  and  he  was  dumfounded.  For 
a  moment  he  w7as  at  a  loss  what  to  do.  He  stood 
like  a  wolf  at  bay  and  for  a  moment  he  thought 
of  making  desperate  resistance  But  on  second 
thought  he  changed  his  mind.  He  was  up  against 
great  odds  and  saw  that  a  dozen  masked  men  had 
dkme  out  of  a  cut  in  the  hillside  and  answered 
the  command  of  the  leader  by  at  once  rushing 
in  and  surrounding  him.  They  were  armed  and, 
of  course,  Terry  wTould  have  stood  no  chance  at 
all. 

“Great  Scott!”  he  muttered.  “Here  is  a  go!  I 
am  a  fool  or  worse,  and  it  is  good  enough  for  me! 
Why  did  I  fall  into  such  a  trap?”  v 

The  rough  men  of  the  gang  closed  in  on  him 
and  several  of  them  proceeded  to  tie  his  hands 
and  make  a  prisoner  of  him.  The  leader,  who 
stood  by  with  a  smile  on  his  face,  said: 

“Olcott,  you  are  easier  than  I  thought.  I  had 
an  idea  that  we  would  have  trouble  to  get  you. 
But  you  walked  into  the  noose  like  a  lamb.  It 
will  be  easy  to  deal  with  you.” 

Terry  was  cool  and  said: 

“I  am  at  a  loss  to  understand  what  all  this 
means.  Why  do  you  seek  to  make  me  a  prisoner?” 

“As  if  you  did  not  know.  You  are  in  our  way. 
We  W’ant  to  open  this  mine  and  now  we  can  do  so 
without  any  danger  of  interference.  Dead  men 
tell  no  tales,  and  we  shall  make  sure  of  you.” 

“Oh,  then  you  mean  to  kill  me,  do  you?” 

“Why  should  we  not?” 

“There  may  be  a  good  reason  for  it,  but  I  con¬ 
fess  that  I  am  at  a  loss  to  understand  it.” 

“I  just  told  you  that  we  are  going  to  open  this 
mine  and  you  were  the  stumbling  block  in  our 
path.  Your  partner  is  safe  and  you  will  soon  be 
the  same.” 

“One  moment,”  said  Terry  quietly.  “You  have 
the  best  of  me  and  there  can  be  nothing  to  lose  in 
telling  me  who  you  are?” 

The  leader  of  the  gang  of  outlaws  hesitated  for 
a  moment,  and  then  he  said: 

“\\  ell,  that  is  so,  as  I  am  sure.  You  will  never 


FRED  FEARNOT  AND  THE  FIGURE  FOUR 


9 


go  from  us  alive  and  that  can  be  no  harm,  so  I 
will  inform  you  that  I  am  Jack  Whitcher  and 
these  are  my  men.  You  may  have  heard  of  me.” 

Terry  had  heard  of  the  famous  outlaw  and  he 
realized  that  he  was  in  a  desperate  situation. 
They  would  certainly  kill  him  and  there  seemed 
not  the  least  bit  of  a  show.  But  he  was  not  a 
coward  and  he  had  no  idea  of  begems:  for  his  life. 
He  faced  his  captors  with  a  scornful  smile  and 
allowed  them  to  lead  him  away.  But  he  was  on 
his  guard,  all  the  same,  and  looking  for  the  first 
chance  to  make  his  escape.  The  outlaws  led  him 
into  the  depths  of  the  wild  region  around  the 
locality  of  the  mines,  and  for  several  miles  he  was 
compelled  to  walk  in  their  rear,  with  his  hands 
bound  behind  him.  In  this  wav  the  party  went 
on  until  they  came  to  a  creek  and  there  was  a 
cabin  on  its  banks.  The  outlaws  stepped  here  and 
called  in  loud  tones  until  a  man  came  out.  In  all 
his  life  Terry  had  not  seen  such  a  man.  He  cer¬ 
tainly  had  the  most  evil  face  he  had  ever  seen  on 
a  man  in  his  life,  and  as  the  outlaws  came  for¬ 
ward,  leading  Terry,  the  occupant  of  the  cabin 
called  out  in  a  harsh  voice: 

“What  is  it,  Jack  Whitcher?  Who  hev  yer  got 
there?” 

“He  is  one  who  is  in  your  way,  Bounce.  We  are 
going  to  put  him  in  your  hands  to-night,  for  in 
the  morning  he  will  be  given  a  trial  and  then  he 
will  decorate  some  tree  hereabouts.” 

The  old  fellow  called  Bounce  chuckled  in  a  de¬ 
moniac  way  and,  showing  some  bad  teeth,  an¬ 
swered  : 

“P’r’aps  yer  won’t  keer  if  he  don’t  come  out  of 
my  laboratory  again.  It’s  up  to  you,  an’  I’m 
willing  to  do  as  you  say.” 

Whitcher  hesitated  a  moment  and  then  a 
fiendish  light  came  into  his  eyes,  and  he  shivered 
and  said: 

“It  is  pretty  hard  to  leave  even  a  live  dog  in 
your  hands.  But  if  you  want  a  subject,  here  is 
a  good  one.” 

The  old  fellow,  Bounce,  gave  a  fiendish  chuckle 
and  glared  at  Terry  in  a  searching  way,  and  then 
he  came  up  and  took  hold  of  Terry’s  arm.  He 
gave  it  a  terrible  pinch  and  the  pain  was  so  great 
that  Terry  instinctively  gave  him  a  terrible  kick 
in  the  stomach.  Bounce  went  over  on  his  back 
and  for  a  moment  he  could  not  get  his  breath, 
for  the  kick  had  been  a  hard  one.  He  had  de¬ 
served  it,  and  Terry  had  no  other  way  of  defend¬ 
ing  himself,  for  he  could  not  use  his  hands.  The 
outlaws  were  at  first  astounded  and  one  or  two 
of  them  stepped  forward  and  seemed  about  to  give 
him  a  return  blow,  but  Whitcher  called  out  in  a 
savage  way: 

“Let  him  alone!  Old  Bounce  had  no  business 
pinching  him.  He  is  our  prisoner  just  now,  and 
Bounce  has  no  right  to  attack  him.” 

It  was  the  only  fair  sentiment  that  Terry  had 
heard  the  outlaw  use  and  he  was  surprised.  He 
could  not  help  saying: 

“Whitcher,  you  are  not  as  bad  as  painted.  I 
am  glad  to  hear  you  say  that,  for  it  is  good  talk. 
He  is  a  fiend  and  you  will  not  give  me  into  his 

handi”  ,  ,  ,  .  _  ,  , 

But  Whitcher  now  showed  what  a  bad  man  he 
really  wa:-;,  for  he  only  sneered  and  said: 

“Don’t  congratulate  yourself.  There  is  another 
v/ay  of  disposing  of  you.  I  have  no  idea  of  show¬ 
ing  you  mercy.” 


“I  do  not  ask  for  mercy,  for  it  is  not  expected. 
But  if  you  are  going  to  kill  me  it  would  be  better 
to  make  it  short  and  merciful.  It  is  only  a  fiend 
that  tortures  his  prisoner.” 

“Are  you  not  afraid  to  die?” 

“That  is  a  foolish  question.  Are  you  afraid  to 
die  yourself?” 

“Yes,  I  am.  I  know  what  this  world  is,  but  I’ll 
be  hanged  if  I  know  anything  about  the  other.” 

“Well,  I  am  not  afraid  to  die,  for  I  have  kept 
my  conscience  clear,  and  that  is  what  you  have 
not  done.  But  that  fiend  there,  who  cuts  live 
animals  up  to  see  their  sufferings  and  to  gloat 
over  them,  is  not  going  to  escape  a  proper  pun¬ 
ishment.  I  am  sure  that  he  will  get  his  dues  when 
he  passes  out  of  this  world.” 


CHAPTER  V. — Terry  Has  a  Thrilling  Expe¬ 
rience. 

Bounce  was  really  a  fiend  of  the  worst  descrip¬ 
tion,  for  he  gloated  over  the  sufferings  of  little 
animals  which  he  captured  and  practiced  the  aw¬ 
ful  torture  of  vivisection  upon.  He  had  once 
been  a  surgeon  of  note  and  had  enjoyed  a  great 
name,  but  he  had  fallen  from  grace  and  had  come 
to  disgrace  and  infamy.  The  result  was  that  he 
had  taken  up  the  awful  practice  of  vivisection  and 
it  was  told  of  him  that  he  was  the  most  heartless 
and  inhuman  person  in  the  country.  Many  people 
of  humane  principles  had  tried  to  bring  him  under 
the  ban  of  the  law,  hut  he  was  always  too  sharp 
and  managed  to  escape  punishment.  He  defied 
the  law  in  the  most  flagrant  way.  Terry  realized 
what  it  would  mean  to  be  left  the  tender  mercies 
of  this  fiend.  Of  course,  the  Whitcher  gang  were 
not  averse  to  disposing  of  their  victim  in  this 
way.  They  were  thoroughly  had  and  there  was 
no  such  thing  as  mercy  in  their  hearts.  As  all 
this  realization  came  to  Terry  he  decided  to  make 
a  last  appeal  to  his  captors,  and  he  said  to 
Whitcher: 

“You  are  not  going  to  turn  me  over  to  that 
wretch,  are  you?  It  is  a  most  inhuman  thing  to 
do.” 

But  Whitcher  laughed  and  snee'red : 

“Why  should  I  spare  you?  I  reckon  it  is  the 
best  and  surest  way  to  get  rid  of  you.  It  is 
nothing  to  us  what  he  does  to  you.’ 

“You  are  as  bad  as  he  is  and  there  will  be  a 
reckoning  for  you.  I,  want  you  to  tell  me  if  my 
chum,  Fearnot,  was  given  into  his  hands?” 

Whitcher  gave  a  start. 

“Olcott,”  he  said,  “I  do  not  know  anything  about 
your  chum.  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  his  fate. 
He  did  not  fall  into  our  hands.  He  is  the  victim 
of  the  man  of  the  figure  four.” 

Terry  hardly  knew  whether  it  was  better  that 
Fred  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  man  of  the 
figure  four  or  this  monster  Dr.  Bounce.  In  either 
case  it  was  equivalent  to  a  horrible  death.  In 
all  his  life  Terry  Olcott  had  never  faced  such  a 
desperate  and  hopeless  situation.  He  was  at  a 
loss  to  know,  what  to  do.  But  he  was  not  the 
one  to  show  it  and  he  kept  up  a  brave  face  and 
would  not  show  his  foes  that  he  was  the  victi;n 
of  dread  apprehension.  So  he  smiled  in  a  scorn¬ 
ful  way  and  made  no  further  comment  and 
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waited  for  events.  Terry  knew  that  if  he  was 
left  with  the  vivisectionist  he  might  expect  the 
worst,  hut  he  hoped,  with  a  brave  heart,  for  a 
chance  to  escape.  But  Whitcher  hesitated  for  a 
time,  and  at  length  he  said: 

“Say,  Doc,  you  ought  to  be  willing  to  pay  for 
such  a  good,  healthy  subject.  He  is  the  best  you 
ever  had.  We  are  not  in  this  business  for  fun.” 

Terry  felt  a  chill.  This  idea  of  bartering  for 
human  life  was  horrible  to  think  of.  He  looked  at 
Whitcher  with  horror  and  contempt,  and  ex¬ 
claimed:  / 

“You  are  worse  than  the  man  of  the  figure 
four.  You  are  a  monster  yourself.  To  think  of 
selling  human  life  is  beyond  the  laws  of  humani¬ 
ty.  You  will  be  made  to  pay  for  such  heartless¬ 
ness.” 

Whitcher  flushed  angrily  and  snapped : 

“Shut  up!  I  don’t  want  any  remarks  from 
you !  ” 

With  that  he  went  up  to  Terry  and  gave  him  a 
hard  slap  in  the  face.  Terrv  was  helpless  and 
could  not  respond,  of  course,  but  he  waited  until 
the  villain  stepped  back  and  then  he  gave  him  the 
same  kick  in  the  abdomen  that  he  had  given 
Bounce.  Whitcher  went  over  as  if  shot  and  rolled 
on  the  ground  in  agony.  The  ‘blow  had  taken 
the  strength  out  of  him  and  he  was  in  awful 
agony.  It  was  well  deserved,  though,  and  Terry 
felt  no  compunctions  whatever.  As  he  made  the 
kick  he  also  experienced  a  thrill  of  joy,  he  felt 
the  bonds  that  bound  his  wrists  relax.  The  ex¬ 
ertion  had  slipped  the  knot  and  he  suddenly  felt 
the  cords  slip  away.  It  was  unseen  by  the  gang, 
as  they  were  giving  their  attention  to  their  dis¬ 
abled  leader,  and  Terry  was  for  a  moment  un¬ 
observed.  But  the  old  villain,  Dr.  Bounce,  had 
seen  that  Terry’s  arms  were  free  and  he  gave  a 
snarl  and  seized  a  club  that  leaned  against  the 
door  and  made  a  rush  at  him,  snarling: 

“The  fox  is  breaking  his  leash!  He  must  be 
killed!” 

Terry,  without  a  mornent’s  hesitation,  dodged 
the  attack  and  with  all  his  strength  swung  over 
with  his  rie'ht  fist  and  gave  the  old  villain  a  blow 
in  the  m^d-riff  that  cent  him  ovor  on  his  back. 
Then  the  gang  saw  that  he  was  free  and  they  set 
up  a  shout  and,  leaving  their  leader,  made  a  rush 
at  him.  Terrv  saw  that  it  was  his  only  chance  to 
escape  and  he  was  willing  to  take  desperate 
chances.  So  he  made  a  dash  right  into  the 
midst  of  the  gang  and  hit  out  right  and  left.  He 
bowled  oyer  three  of  them  and  was  in  the  midst 
of  a  terrible  conflict  in  a  moment.  If  there  had 
not  been  so  jnanv  of  the  foe  Terry  would  cer¬ 
tainly  have  made  his  escane.  But  they  closed  in 
on  him  like  a  pack  of  wolves  and  there  was  no 
such  things  as  getting  away  from  them.  He 
fought  like  a  tiger,  but  he  was  soon  overwhelmed 
and  borne  to  the  ground  and  again  he,  with  a 
bitter  despair,  found  himself  a  prisoner.  It  was 
a  disheartening  thing  to  Terry,  for  he  had  for 
one  brief  moment  seen  liberty  and  a  chance  for 
revenge  upon  his  captors.  But  the  leader 
Whitcher,  had  now  recovered  and  was  upon  his 
feet,  and  his  face  blazed  with  awful  fury.  There 
was  murder  in  his  eyes  and  he  rushed  at  Terry, 
v.  ho  was  helpless,  and  seemed  about  to  kill  him  on 
the  spot.  But  the  old  doctor,  Bounce,  rushed  in 
and  whined: 

“Oh,  oh,  don’t  spoil  a  good  subject!  Let  me 


have  him  and  you  can  have  your  revenge  better, 
for  I  will  put  him  through  a  course  of  treatment 
that  will  give  you  more  Satisfaction  and  pleas¬ 
ure.” 

Instantly  Whitcher  halted  and  his  face  under¬ 
went  a  change.  He  stepped  back  and  exlcaimed: 

“You  are  dead  right,  Bounce!  Will  you  take 
him  in  hand  and  give  me  a  chance  to  see  him 
tortured?” 

“Of  course  I  will.  I  can  show  you  how  to  get 
even  with  a  foe  in  the  best  way.  Leave  it  to  me.” 

The  monster  chuckled  in  a  fiendish  wav  and  he 
went  up  to  Terry,  avoiding  his  feet,  for  he  re¬ 
membered  the  kick  he  had  received  and,  looking 
the  prisoner  in  the  eye,  he  hissed: 

“Now,  you  little  snipe,  there  will  be  trouble  for 
you!  I  will  draw  tears  of  blood  from  you  and  you 
will  beg  for  mercy  with  all  your  heart!  But  you 
will  beg  in  vain!” 

Terry  was  flushed  with  his  struggle  with  his 
foes  and  he  had  his  temper  up  and  would  not 
showT  any  alarm  he  felt  He  was  bitterly  disap¬ 
pointed,  of  course,  that  he  had  not  succeeded  in 
getting  away,  but  he  kept  it  to  himself  in  an  ad¬ 
mirable  way.  He  faced  his  captors  defiantly  and 
would  not  show  fear.  But  he  was  lifted  bodily 
and  carried  into  the  house.  The  interior  of  the 
cabin  was  wonderful  to  behold.  It  was  furnished 
in  a  way  that  would  suggest  the  experimenter 
in  medical  and  surgical  subjects,  with  grinning 
skulls  on  the  shelves  and  many  hideous  anato¬ 
mical  specimens  on  every  hand.  Terry  saw  that 
he  wras  in  the  den  of  a  monster  and  as  he  was 
led  to  a  table,  such  as  is  used  by  surgeons,  and 
made  to  lie  down  upon  it,  he  gave  up  all  hope. 
He  could  see  no  hope  now  and  he  could  only  wait 
for  the  torture  that  the  villains  would  give  him. 
The  gang  of  heartless  ruffians  gathered  around 
eagerly  and  watched  the  performance.  Old  Dr. 
Bounce  went  to  a  cabinet  in  the  corner  of  the 
room  and  took  from  a  case  some  instruments  of 
a  surgical  kind,  and  as  he  drew  his  fingers  over 
the  keen  blades  with  a  smile  of  delight  the  men 
could  not  help  a  shudder,  in  spite  of  their  hard¬ 
ened  natures. 

“Aha!”  gritted  the  old  villain.  “I  will  show 
you  a  most  interesting  case  of  the  action  of  the 
heart  when  it  is  exposed  to  the  light  and  air. 
It  will  be  laid  before  your  eyes  and  you  will  note 
its  pulsations,  and  if  you  are  at  all  interested 
in  this  most  noble  of  all  callings,  the  art  of  vivi¬ 
section,  you  will  be  entertained.  I  will  ask  you  to 
assist  me  in  making  the  subject  unable  to  inter¬ 
fere  with  the  operation.  He  must  be  bound  to 
the  table  more  strongly.” 

What  would  have  followed  must  be  left  to  the 
imagination,  for  just  then  there  was  a  cry  from  , 
one  of  the  gang  who  was  at  the  door,  and  into 
the  room  there  sprung  a  half  dozen  armed  men, 
and  at  their  head  was  Fred  Fearnot  himself. 
The  men  were  the  vigilants  that  had  been  organ¬ 
ized  in  Coalville  and  they  had  arrived  just  in 
time.  Then  a  wild  scene  followed.  Old  Dr. 
Bounce  stood  his  ground  and  he  shouted  to  the 
outlaws  to  escape  by  the  rear  door.  Many  of 
them  did  so,  but  n  number  were  captured  by  the 
\  lgilants,  and  among  them  was  Whitcher  himself. 
But  r  red  was  the  first  to  reach  the  side  of 
1  erry,  bound  and  helpless  on  the  table 

Terry?” m?rCy>8  SakeI  What  brouKht‘  you  her* 
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“Fred!  If  you  had  not  come  just  as  you  did  it 
would  have  been  all  over  with  me!” 

The  meeting  between  the  two  chums  was  of  the 
most  affecting  description  and  they  fairly  em¬ 
braced  each  other  when  Terry  was  released.  Of 
course  an  explanation  followed.  Terry  told  Fred 
how  he  had  searched  for  him  in  vain,  and  Fred 
said: 

“I  have  had  'a  very  thrilling  experience,  Ter¬ 
ry.  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it  after  we  have 
dealt  with  these  wretches.  They  ought  to  be 
hanged,  all  of  them.” 

“I  think  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  string  them 
up  to  the  nearest  tree.  They  must  be  made  an 
example  of.” 

But  Fred  was  now  off  with  his  men,  trying  to 
capture  the  rest  of  the  villains,  and  Terry  did  his 
part  also.  Old  Dr.  Bounce  put  up  a  big  bluff 
and  objected  to  being  arrested,  but  Fred  would 
not  listen  to  his  talk  and  caused  him  to  be  bound 
and  made  a  prisoner. 

“You  will  be  taken  to  court  and  made  to  ex¬ 
plain  your  career  in  this  locality,”  said  Fred, 
rigidly.  “You  are  the  worst  monster  in  crime  in 
this  part  of  the  world.  You  will  pay  the  con¬ 
sequences  of  your  fiendish  acts  if  there  is  any 
justice  in  law.” 

The  old  fellow  stoutly  declared  that  he  had 
meant  no  harm  to  Terry,  but  that  it  was  all  a 
bluff  to  scare  him. 

“Why,  I  wouldn’t  harm  a  fly!”  he  said.  “I  am 
a  humane  man  and  my  work  is  of  a  philanthro- 
pical  nature.  I  can  bring  the  best  of  evidence  that 
science  has  profited  immensely  by  my  experi¬ 
ments.” 

The  Vigilants  were  exultant  in  securing  the 
capture  of  so  many  of  the  lawless  gang,  and  they 
secured  their  prisoners  and  the  leader,  a  man 
named  Perkins,  asked  Fred  if  they  should  not 
return  to  town.  But  Fred  finally  made  a  search 
of  the  old  vivisectionist’s  cabin  and  he  made  a 
number  of  terrible  discoveries  that  bore  out  the 
theory  that  the  awful  crime  of  vivisection  was 
practiced  here.  Then  Fred  joined  Terry  and  they 
set  out  for  the  town.  On  the  way  Fred  told  his 
thrilling  story.  It  \yas  a  vivid  one  and  held 
Terry  spellbound.  The  reader  remembers  that 
Fred  was  knocked  senseless  in  the  gloom  of  the 
alley  where  he  had  followed  the  suspicious  per¬ 
son  whom  he  had  taken  for  the  man  of  the  figure 
four.  It  had  been  a  foolish  thing  for  him  to  go 
into  such  a  place  with  no  better  means  of  de¬ 
fense,  and  the  result  was  which  might  have  been 
expected.  But  for  some  reason  the  unknown  as¬ 
sailant  had  not  seen  fit  to  leave  his  victim  dead 
behind  him  as  he  had  so  many  others.  {When 
Fred  came  to  his  senses  he  was  in  a  dark,  cellar¬ 
like  room,  and  all  was  darkness  about  him.  He 
was  not  bound  and  there  was  a  semi-gloom  in  the 
place.  He  slowly  got  up  and  then  he  felt  dizzy 
and  was  obliged  to  lie  back  for  a  time.  But,  after 
a  while,  he  recovered  himself  enough  to  get  up 
and  take  a  look  about  him. 

He  remembered  now  what  had  happened  in  the. 
alley,  but  he  had  not  the  least  idea  as  to  the 
identity  of  his  assailant. 

“Well,”  he  muttered,  “this  is  a  pretty  kettle 
of  fi  ;h.  What  doe3  it  mean  and  why  am  I  here? 
I  am  of  enough  consequence,  it  seems,  to  be  held 
a  prisoner.” 

He  then  proceeded  to  make  an  examination  of 


the  place  to  see  if  there  might  not  be  a  way  to 
get  out.  But  there  seemed  none  and  he,  for  a 
time,  was  plunged  in  wonderment  as  to  the  out¬ 
come  of  his  experience.  He  had  not  the  least 
idea  of  the  object  of  his  captor  in  bringing  him 
here  and,  of  course,  there  was  nothing  to  do  but 
to  wait  for  events  to  shane  themselves.  He  had 
not  long  to  wait.  Suddenly  a  rasping  sound  was 
heard  and  then  a  voice,  that  had  a  queer,  metal¬ 
lic  ring,  came  to  his  ears. 

“You  are  warned  and  you  do  not  heed  the 
warning!  For  that  you  will  die!  In  this  place 
you  will  be  left  to  rot  and  starve  until  the  day 
of  doom!  So  perish  all  that  had  a  hand  in  the 
death  of  my  poor  brother!” 

“Whoever  you  are,  listen  to  me!”  called  out 
Fred.  “You  are  wrong!  I  had  no  hand  in  the 
fate  of  your  brother,  if  you  are  the  brother  of 
Marston,  who  ,was  wrongfully  convicted  and 
hanged.  You  should  not  punish  an  innocent 
person.” 

There  was  a  rasping  laugh,  and  then  scornful 
words  came  back: 

“You  are  of  the  same  human  race  that  con¬ 
demned  on  innocent  man  to  an  awful  death.  There 
is  no  need  of  talking  of  the  justice  or  mercy  of 
the  human  heart.  It  does  not  consist  of  any  such 
elements.  Of  all  animal  creation,  man  is  the 
most  despicable  and  the  most  lawless.  Even  the 
beasts  are  more  just  and  more  true  to  the  laws 
of  nature  than  man.  He  destroys  all  that  is  beau¬ 
tiful  and  holy  and  he  is  the  great  scourge  of  the 
world.  I  am  a  man  myself,  but  I  hate  myself, 
and  when  my  brother  has  been  sufficiently  re¬ 
venged  I  will  rid  the  world  of  myself.” 

Fred  called  out  to  the  strange  unknown  and 
tried  to  argue  with  him,  but  there  was  no  reply, 
and  the  door  swung  to  on  its  hinges  with  a  creak. 
Fred  was  left  alone.  It  was  not  a  pleasant  re¬ 
flection  that  he  was  left  to  starve  and  die  by 
inches  in  this  awful  place  and  he  was  at  a  loss 
hov/  to  make  his  ecape.  But  he  was  not  the 
kind  to  give  up  hope. 

He  now  understood  the  animus  of  the  secret 
assassin  of  the  figure  four  and  that  he  had  a 
grievance.  But  he,  of  course,  could  not  feel 
that  he  was  right  in  his  spirit  of  revenge  or  in 
his  views  of  the  character  of  the  human  race. 
At  the  present  moment  he  could  feel  interest  alone 
in  his  position,  for  he  had  no  idea  of  giving  up  to 
this  fate  that  had  been  arranged  for  him.  If 
there  was  any  chance  to  escape  he  was  bound 
to  find  it.  So  Fred  proceeded  to  look  around 
the  cellar  and  he  discovered  that  it  was  beneath 
some  dwelling  and  that  there  was  a  single  means 
of  entrance  and  exit,  and  that  was  by  the  door 
that  the  captor  had  opened.  This  was  of  steel 
and  would  not  yield  the  least  bit  to  his  efforts  to 
break  it  open.  He  tried  in  vain  to  force  it  from 
its  hinges,  and  he  looked  around  for  some  tool  or 
weapon  that  he  could  use  to  this  end.  The  result 
was  that  he  found  in  the  dirt  in  one  corner  of 
the  cellar  a  small  iron  bar  that  was  badly  rusted 
and  had  probably  been  there  for  many  years.  It 
was  not  a  very  effective  tool,  but  he  made  the 
best  use  of  it  he  could  and  worked  at  the  door 
until  he  was  at  last  satisfied  that  he  could  not 
hope  to  make  his  escape  that  way.  But  Fred 
was  not  going  to  give  up  and  he  examined  the 
wall  of  the  cellar  carefully.  The  result  was  that 
he  found  a  place  where  the  masonry  was  weak 
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and  he  managed  to  work  out  one  of  the  hig 
stones.  There  was  dirt  beyond  and  it  was  easy 
digging,  and  he  set  to  work  to  tunnel  his  way  out 
of  the  place. 


CHAPTER  VI.— In  a  Trap. 

The  rest  of  Fred’s  story  was  brief.  He  man¬ 
aged  to  dig  a  passage  out  of  the  cellar  and  emerge 
in  the  yard  of  another  house.  He  crawled  out 
of  his  tunnel  in  the  early  hours  of  morning,  dirty 
and  exhausted.  But  he  was  glad  enough  to  have 
made  his  escape,  for  he  was  certainly  one  of  few 
who  had  escaped  the  vengeance  of  the  man  of 
the  figure  four.  He  went  to  his  hotel,  and  when 
he  entered  he  was  •  almost  unrecognizable.  He 
had  really  been  five  days  in  the  cellar  and  had 
subsisted  on  the  small  allowance  of  food  that  had 
been  left  him  by  his  captor  when  he  placed  him 
in  the  cellar.  It  was  strange  enough  that  the 
crazed  avenger  had  given  him  any  food  at  all, 
but  it  was  likely  that  he  had  conceived  the  idea 
that  his  torture  would  he  greater  if  he  was  al¬ 
lowed  to  see  his  food  supply  diminish  by  degrees 
and  at  last  give  out  entirely.  But  it  was  just 
this  fact  that  had  saved  Fearnot  and  when  he 
was  once  more  assured  of  his  liberty  he  was 
thankful  enough.  Fred  washed  and  dressed  and 
ate  ravenously  of  his  dinner  at  the  hotel,  and 
then  he  was  told  by  the  hotel  people  that  Terry 
was  searching  for  him.  The  result  was  that 
Fred  joined  a  party  of  Vigilants,  who  were  just 
going  out  on  the  track  of  the  Whitcher  gang,  and 
that  is  how  he  came  to  the  rscue  of  Terry  so  op¬ 
portunely.  The  two  chums,  it  is  needless  to  say, 
were  delighted  to  be  reunited,  and  they  at  once 
began  to  make  plans  for  the  running  down  of 
the  man  of  the  figure  four.  The  capture  of  old 
Dr.  Bounce,  with  plenty  of  evidence  to  hold  him 
upon  the  charge  of  vivisection,  was  much,  but 
the  capture  of  the  man  of  the  figure  four  would 
be  more.  The  story  of  the  experience  of  Olcott 
and  of  Fearnot  spread  through  the  town  and 
created  a  great  impression.  People  were  excited 
and  tXere  was  much  talk  of  getting  out  all  the 
able-bodied  men  in  the  place  and  making  every 
endeavor  to  track  down  the  man  of  the  figure 
four.  It  was  pretty  generally  conceded  that  he 
was  identical  with  the  man,  Marston,  the  brother 
of  the  man  who  was  hung.  But  that  was  all  the 
benefit  that  accrued  from  that  fact,  for  neither 
Marston  nor  his  friend,  Morton,  could  be  found. 
They  had  disappeared  and  had  left  no  trace  be¬ 
hind  them.  Fred  went  to  the  cabin  home  of 
Morton,  but  he  was  not  there.  It  was  closed 
and  no  clue  could  be  found.  But  Fearnot  and 
Olcott  were  determined  not  to  give  up  the  case 
now  until  they  had  brought  the  mystery  to  light. 

“Terry,”  said  Fred,  “this  has  stirred  me  all  up. 
When  I  first  came  down  here  I  would  have  sold 
my  land  cheap  and  been  glad  to  leave  the  town, 
for  I  was  not  greatly  interested,  but  now  I  would 
not  sell  for  any  price,  for  I  am  determined  to 
solve  the  mystery  of  the  figure  four,  if  it  has 
not  already  been  solved,  and  to  rid  this  town  of 
its  terrible  cabal  of  crime.  There  is  another 
gang  known  as  the  Mayo  gang  and  they  were  at 
feud  with  the  Witcher  gang.  Now  the  Mayo 
gang  may  be  concerned  in  this  figure  four  busi- 


“Fred,  I  do  not  see  why  it  is  not  likely  that  the 
only  one  concerned  in  it  is  the  fellow,  Marston.” 

“It  may  be  so,  and  he  may  be  avenging  the 
brother  who  was  hung,  but  it  may  also  be  only 
a  game  of  a  big,  gang  of  villains,  for  I  can  give 
you  reasons  for  this  possible  supposition.” 

“That  interests  me.  What  are  your  supposi¬ 
tions?” 

“I  will  tell  you.  In  the  first  place  the  com¬ 
mitting  of  all  these  strange  crimes  where  the 
figure  four  mark  has  been  used,  could  be  hardly 
carried  on  by  oner  man.  There  are  cases  on  rec¬ 
ord  where  two  crimes  have  been  committed  at 
the  same  time  and  the  same  mark  of  the  figure 
four  was  found  on  the  victims.  Now  if  there  is 
onlv  one  figure  four  man,  how  do  you  explain  this 
little  discrepancy?” 

Terry  was  silent  for  a  moment,  for  he  was 
thinking.  But  he  finally  spoke  in  a  decided  way: 

“Fred,  I  am  inclined  to  agree  with  you.  There 
is  certainly  more  than  one  in  this  game.  The 
figure  four  man  has  confederates.” 


“That  is  my  honest  belief.” 

“The  question  is,  then,  who  are  they?” 

“If  that  could  be  answered  it  would  be  a  long 
step  toward  the  solution  of  the  problem.  But 
we  will  find  out,  and  until  we  do  we  will  have  to 
be1  cautious  and  circumspect.” 

Fred  was  himself  of  the  opinion  that  Hank 
Mayo  knew  something  about  the  figure  four  mys¬ 
tery,  and  he  declared  that  he  would  start  out  on 
the  morrow  to  find  Mayo  and  his  gang.  Terry 
agreed  with  him,  and  thus  the  two  chums  let  the 
matter  rest  for  the  time  being.  But  Fred  asked 
1  erry  now  how  affairs  were  at  home,  saying  in 
an  eager  wTay: 

“I  hope  that  Evelyn  and  Mary  will  be  able  to 
come  down  to  New  York  after  we  get  back.  I 
am  looking  forward  to  a  good  time  with  them.” 

Your  mother  has  been  kind  enough  to  invite 
the  girls  down  for  a  week,  later  on.  We  will 
have  a  jolly  time,  for  when  we  get  back  we  will 
find  the  theaters  in  full  swing  and  New  York 
will  be  gay.” 

“That  is  something  to  look  forward  to,  Terry. 
I  shall  be  glad  when  this  business  here  is  through 
with.  I  nearly  lost  my  life  and  you  had  a  very 
narrow  escape.” 


* 


while  to  risk  our  lives  in  such  a  cause.  What  c 
we  care  for  the  man  of  the  figure  four  or  for  tt 
future  of  Coalville,  for  that  matter?” 

“Nothing,  of  course.  But  we  cannot  very  we 
go  now  and  leave  things  as  they  are.  We  hav 
got  into  the  case  and  it  is  not  my  way  to  giv 
up  until  we  have  won  out.” 

Terry  had  the  same  feeling  of  pride  and  resoli 
tion  and  he  accordingly  united  with  Fred  in  th 
decision  to  see  the  matter  through.  Fred  coul 
^asi  yh^e  soft  his  coal  lands  to  a  syndicate  i: 
hew  York,  but  he  was  in  it  to  the  finish  and  h 
would  not  give  it  up.  But  for  two  days  the  boy 
\veie  at  sea  for  a  clue.  Then  they  were  shocke 
by  an  incident  that  all  the  more  determines!  ther 
to  track  down  the  murderer.  It  happened  tha 
uy  ^oie  out  on  the  road  to  the  next  town  wit] 
an  automobile  when  they  came  to  a  bond  in  th 
highway,  where  it  was  very  lonely,  and  Fred  guv 

?  &a*P  ani  puJ,lecl  up  lhe  car-  The  two  boy 
held  their  breaths  with  terror,  for  they  saw  ai 
object  that  gave  them  a  chill.  Hanging  to  a  tre. 
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by  the  roadside  was  what  looked  like  the  body  of 
a  man.  The  rope  was  apparently  around  his  neck 
and  he  swayed  in  the-  wind  in  a  ghastly  way.  On 
his  breast  was  pinned  a  placard,  on  which  was 
printed  the  mysterious  figure  four.  It  was  an¬ 
other  evidence  apparently  of  the  vengeance  of  the 
awful  assassin.  Fred  jumped  out  of  the  car  and 
advanced  toward  the  swinging  figure,  and  he 
reached  up  and  cut  the  cord  that  held  it  sus¬ 
pended.  As  it  fell  he  was  undeceived  at  once. 
The  supposed  figure  was  only  an  effigy.  It  was  a 
dummy,  and  what  purpose  it  had  been  placed 
there  for  was  a  mystery. 

There  was  a  clue  that  amused  as  well  as  en¬ 
lightened  them,  for  on  the  back  of  the  effigy  was 
pinned  the  name  of  Fearnot.  Fred  laughed  and 
looked  at  Terry. 

“What  kind  of  a  practical  joke  is  this?”  he 
asked.  “Who  has  hung  me  in  effigy  and  what 
did  they  put  the  figure  four  on  it  for?” 

Terry  was  astounded  and  he  was  some  time  in 
answering : 

“In  my  opinion  it  is  no  joke,  but  a  warning 
given  by  the  enemy  to  us.  I  feel  sure  that  the 
Mayo  gang  is  behind  this.”  « 

Fred  was  about  to  agree  with  Terry  when  there 
was  a  laugh  in  his  rear  and  he  turned  to  behold 
a  thrilling  scene.  A  file  of  armed  men  stood  there 
and  both  boys  were  covered  by  rifles  in  the  hands 
of  all.  At  the  head  of  the  file  of  men  stood  the 
outlaw,  Hank  Mayo,  himself.  There  was  a  mock¬ 
ing  smile  on  his  face,  and  he  spoke 

“This  here  is  unexpected,  isn’t  it,  Fearnot? 
But  you  see  we  hev  heerd  that  you  are  after  us 
and  we  thought  that  it  would  be  just  as  well  if 
we  turned  around  and  got  after  you.  It  is  the 
first  man  to  get  his  work  in  who  wins.” 

Fred  was  so  surprised  that  he  could  not  for  a 
moment  answer.  He  looked  at  Terry  and  at  the 
motor  car,  which  was  now  in  the  hands  of  the 
enemy.  Four  men  of  the  gang  were  at  the  car 
and  they  were  guarding  it  with  rifles. 

“What  is  this,  Mayo?”  asked  Fred  quietly. 
“Why  have  you  played  this  joke  on  me?” 

“You  will  think  it  is  something  more  than  a 
joke  before  long,”  sneered  the  villain.  “I  am  in 
earnest,  Fearnot,  as  you  are,  and  we  will  have 
our  fight  out  right  here  and  now.  Is  it  not  true 
that  you  are  after  me  on  ther  suspicion  of  being 
in  league  with  ther  man  of  ther  figure  four?” 

Fred  hesitated  for  ajinoment,  for  he  knew  that 
it  was  the. truth.  But  he  decided  that  it  would 
not  help  his  cause  by  denying  it,  and  he  said  in 
a  blunt  manner: 

“Yes,  itfis  true,  for  I  believe  that  you  are  one 
of  his  gang.  We  £ave  the  Whitchers  in  jail  and 
when  we  have  you,  we  will  be  all  right.  You 
have  the  drop  on  us,  of  course,  but  that  does  not 
give  you  the  victory,  for,  as  sure  as  you  live,  we 
will  see  you  hanged.” 

Mayo’s  eyes  blazed  vengefully  and  he  took  a 
etep  forward  and  hissed  in  a  malevolent  voice: 

“That  remains  to  be  seen!  I  hate  you,  Fearnot, 
for  you  are  an  aristocrat  and  you  come  out  here 
into  the  region  of  the  poor  man  and  put  on  airs 
and  try  to  put  us  down !  I  am  going  to  show  you 
that  we  are  as  good  as  you  are!” 

Fred  was  astounded.  His  well-known  demo¬ 
cratic  ideas  and  ways  were  well  known,  andy  to 
be  accu.-ed  of  being  a  snob  or  an  aristocrat  was 
*uch  a  shock  that  he  could  not  for  a  moment 


recover.  Then  Terry  burst  out  laughing  at  the 
expression  on  Fred’s  face. 

“Well,  well!  That  is  a  call  down  for  you, 
Fred!”  he  laughed.  “What  are  you  going  to  say 
to  that?  It  must  be  that  you  have  cut  the  gen¬ 
tleman  on  the  street  some  time.” 

“I  will  apologize  if  I  have,”  said  Fred  in  a 
polite  way.  “I  think  he  is  misinformed  and 
blinded  by  prejudice.  I  would  not  cut  any  man, 
and  as  for  being  an  aristocrat,  I  am  just  as  little 
of  such  as  any  other  man.” 

Mayo,  however,  was  in  earnest  evidently,  and 
he  grew  tired  with  anger.  Of  course  he  was  not 
of  the  class  of  Fearnot  and  Olcott  and  he  knew 
it  well,  and  he  hated  them,  no  doubt,  for  that 
fact.  But  he  now  told  his  men  in  a  gruff  voice 
to  bind  the  arms  of  the  two  prisoners,  and  in  a 
few  moments  they  were  walking  away  into  the 
woods  with  the  outlaws,  leaving  the  motor  car 
in  the  charge  of  some  of  the  gang.  It  was  a  sit¬ 
uation  that  caused  Fred  and  Terry  some  alarm, 
for  they  knew  that  they  were  in  the  power  of  un¬ 
scrupulous  men  and  that  their  lives  were  worth 
little. 

Fred  and  Terry  had  no  idea  where  they  were 
to  be  taken,  but  they  guessed  that  it  would  be 
to  the  retreat  of  the  outlaw  gang.  It  was  known 
that  Hank  Mayo  was  the  ruler  of  a  certain 
region  in  the  wild  part  of  the  mountain  region, 
and  that  he  was  taking  them  there  the  boys  felt 
sure.  But  none  of  the  men  spoke  on  the  way 
and  the  prisoners  plodded  on  for  some  hour’s 
until  they  had  walked  many  miles,  and  then  they 
came  to  a  spur  of  the  mountain,  where  it  turned 
into  a  sort  of  pocket  or  natural  enclosure  in  the 
hills.  Here  there  were  signs  of  rude  huts,  and  as 
the  prisoners  descended  into  the  place  they  saw 
women  and  children  around  the  huts.  It  was 
a  real  robbers’  retreat  and  home,  and  when  the 
prisoners  were  brought  in  there  was  much  excite¬ 
ment.  The  situation  was  a  novel  one  to  Fred 
a^d  Terry  and  they  looked  around  in  surprise, 
for  they  had  not  dreamed  of  such'  a  place  any¬ 
where  in  that  region.  They  saw  that  the  women 
were  mostly  prepossessing,  and  that  the  home 
life  01  the  outlaws  seemed  to  be  of  the  best.  But 
by  the  orders  of  Mayo  the  prisoners  were  brought 
to  the  open  space  among  the  collection  of  huts, 
and  here  they  were  exposed  to  the  view  of  the 
population  of  women  and  children  and  old  men, 
for  the  Mayo  gang  seemed  to  be  a  race  by  them¬ 
selves.  Of  course  the  outlaw  women  were  inter¬ 
ested  in  the  two  handsome  youths  and  some  of 
the  maidens  cast  eyes  at  them.  Fred  observed 
this,  and  he  whispered  to  Terry: 

“On  my  word,  Terry,  we  are  in  the  position  of 
John  Smith  of  old,  except  that  he  was  a  pris* 
oner  of  the  savages.  The  women  here  seem  liko 
modern  Pocahontases,  and  it  might  not  be  hard  to 
excite  their  sympathies.  I,  however,  do  not  ad¬ 
vise  it.” 

Terry  smiled  and  agreed  with  Fred. 

“Why  should  we  not  avail  ourselves  of  the 
chance  if  it  is  offered  to  us?”  he  asked.  “I  am 
sure  I  would  not  refuse  to  be  saved  from  the 
headsman’s  ax  by  that  pretty  dark  girl  over 
there.” 

Fred  laughed,  which  fact  was  noted  by  many 
of  the  young  girls  of  the  Mayo  gang,  and  they 
smiled  back.  But  one  of  them  came  up  with  a 
sharp  pin  in  her  hand  and  showed  how  far  her 
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sympathy  went  for  the  prisoners  by  jabbing  it 
unmercifully  into  Terry’s  leg.  Terry  gave  a  yell 
and  exclaimed 

“Oh,  sav,  girl,  that  is  not  fair!  I  think  you  are 
real  mean!” 

The  girls  and  women  all  burst  out  laughing 
and  they  flocked  around  the  boys  with  real,  sav¬ 
age  delight  in  pricking  them  with  pins  and  other¬ 
wise  torturing  them.  This  pleased  Mayo  im¬ 
mensely  and  he  applauded,  while  the  men  stood 
around  laughing  until  their  sides  ached.  Terry 
was  in  agony  with  the  pain  of  the  pin  pricks, 
and  he  gasped: 

“Oh,  say,  Fred,  this  is  too  much  of  a  good 
thing!  These  maidens  are  Amazons  of  the  worst 
kind!  There  is  not  a  real  Pocahoutas  among 
them.” 

One  of  the  girls,  who  seemed  more  intelligent 
than  the  rest,  heard  this,  and  she  pressed  near 
enough  to  say  in  an  undertone:  \ 

“There  are  a  number  as  generous  as  Pocahon¬ 
tas,  as  you  may  find  out,  if  you  are  discreet. 
Keep  quiet  and  say  nothing.  It  is  intended  to 
hang  you  if  you  are  held  until  to-morrow.” 

Terry  gave  the  girl  a  glance  of  interest  and  he 
showed  his  gratitude  in  every  line  of  his  face. 
She  blushed  and  he  saw  that  she  was  not  of  the 
common  kind.  But  after  a  while  the  girls  got 
tired  of  their  pin-pricking  and  they  stood  back 
and  began  to  talk  to  the  prisoners.  Fred  and 
Terry,  however,  answered  them  so  fairly  and 
they  were  so  courteous  and  genial  that  they 
completely  won  the  good  opinion  of  the  women. 
They  ceased  to  revile  them -and  many  admiring 
and  friendly  glances  were  cast  at  them.  But 
now  the  orders  of  Mayo  were  that  they  should  be 
cast  into  one  of  the  huts  for  imprisonment  until 
morning.  Then  he  declared  that  a  gibbet  would 
be  erected  and  they  should  be  hanged.  It  was 
what  they  had  expected,  so  Fred  and  Terry  were 
not  disappointed.  But  when  they  were  confined 
in  the  hut  they  at  once  began  to  talk  over  their 
chances  of  escape.  , 

“I  believe  that  we  will  get  out  all  right,  Fred. 
That  fair  one  who  spoke  to  me  in  such  in  a  quiet 
way  will  come  around  to  see  us  to-night,  you 
may  be  sure.” 

“Do  not  be  too  sure,  Terry!  There  is  nothing 
so  capricious  and  uncertain  as  feminine  nature. 
These  women  are  like  the  consorts  of  lions  and 
tigers,  and  they  will  fight  for  their  liege  lords, 
you  may  be  sure.  They  will  hesitate  to  free  an 
enemy  who  is  in  captivity  and  who  they  know  is 
trying  to  wipe  out  their  tribe.” 

But  Terry,  who  knew  more  than  Fred  of  the 
feminine  nature,  as  he  believed,  did  not  accept 
Fred’s  pessimistic  views.  He  declared  confi¬ 
dently: 

“That  little  brunette  will  be  around  to  see  me, 
mid  you  can  bet  on  it.  If  she  does,  you  will  see 
a  jail  delivery,  as  sure  as  fate.  It  would  not  look 
well  for  us  to  be  seen  decorating  the  limb  of  some 
tree  hereabouts,  and  I  am  not  going  to  accept 
such  a  fate,  in  spite  of  all  that  you  say.” 

Fred  made  a  playful  swing  at  his  old  chum  and 
laughed,  saying: 

“Well,  Terry,  of  course  I  do  not  know  how  far 
the  flirtation  has  gone,  but  if  Mary  Hamilton 
hears  of  it  there  will  be  trouble.  But  do  not 
think  that  I  will  betray  you.” 


CHAPTER  VII. — The  Outlaw’s  Daughter. 


Terry’s  faith  in  the  tacit  promise  of  the  young 
outlaw  girl  to  come  to  his  rescue  that  night  was 
not  shared  by  Fred  to  any  extent.  But  when 
they  were  settled  down  later,  and  there  was 
time  to  reflect  upon  the  situation,  both  boys 
agreed  that  there  was  a  possibility  that  the  girl 
would  keep  faith,  and  they  might  have  help  to 
escape.  But  the  jailer,  who  'was  a  big  fellow, 
and  who  was  armed  with  a  „rifle,  was  always  at 
the  door,  and  he  kept  a  watch  with  Argus  eyes 
on  the  two  boys.  He  was  a  very  astute  guard, 
as  they  could  see. 

“Fred,  if  they  fool  that  fellow  they  will  do  well. 
He  is  right  on  his  job.  I  would  like  to  get  a 
chance  to  lay  him  out,  though.  We  would  make 
a  break  for  liberty,  and  we  wxmld  succeed,  as  I 
believe.” 


“Keep  cool,  Terry.  We  have  no  chance  as  yet.” 

“Of  course  not.  But  it  may  come  later.” 

Terry  was  more  confident  than  Fred,  but  the 
two  boys  were  on  the  watch  constantly,  and  they 
were  bound  not  to  sleep  that  night.  They  were 
given  food  later,  and  they  proceeded  to*  assuage 
their  appetites.  But  after  that  they  sat  down 
by  the  door  and  listened.  The  night  was  dark, 
and  they  had  no  light  in  the  cabin,  so  that  all 
that  guided  them  was  the  steps  of  the  guard  as 
he  walked  back  and  forth  outside.  Time  passed, 
and  the  two  prisoners  were  getting  sleepy,  for 
it  was  after  midnight,  when  there  was  a  sound 
outside  that  caught  their  ears.  At  once  they 
were  on  the  alert,  and  as  they  listened  they 
heard  the  soft  voice  of  the  young  girl  whom  Terry 
had  pinned  his  faith  to.  She  was  talking  to  the 
guard. 

“Fred,  what  did  I  tell  you?”  exclaimed  Terry, 
excitedly.  “I  knew  that  she  would  come.” 

“Terry,  you  are  a  wizard.  I  believe  that  you 
could  charm  Grace  herself.  You  are  a  winner.” 

“Shut  >up,  Fred.  I  am  not  half  the  popular 
favorite  that  you  are.  You  lack  the  nerve 
though,  and  that  is  where  I  get  in  ahead  of  you.” 

“Terry,  did  you  flirt  with  that  pretty  girl?” 

“If  I  did  I  would  not  confess  to  you.  But 
keep  still,  for  we  must  hear  what  they  have  to 
say.” 


.  the  girl  was  heard  to  talk  to  the  guard  in  a 
joking  way,  and  she  used  coquetry,  as  could  be 
heard.  She  led  the  fellow  on  until  Fred  and 
Terry  felt  that  she  had  fairly  turned  his  head. 
They  heard  him  say,  suddenly: 

“Lizette,  you  have  won  my  heart.  *1  cannot 
live  without  you,  and  I  am  ready  to  did  for  you. 
Will  you  give  me  some  hope?” 

“You  are  a  flirt,  like  the  rest  of  the  men,”  said 
the  girl,  with  the  tone  of  the  real  coquette.  “I 
can  not  trust  you.” 

t  ^ns'v,?ar  you  can  trust  me  with  your  life. 
1  will  die  for  you,  Lizette.  If  you  only  say  the 
word,  we  will  be  married.” 

What  nonsense!  You  have  not  yet  proved 
yourself  to  me.” 


V  hat  can  I  do  to  prove  myself?  I  am  ready 
t°  _£°  through  fire  and  water  for  you.” 
d  lie  girl  laughed  in  her  coquettish  way. 

1  anion  me,  but  I  do  not  accept  your  word  for 
it.  I  must  have  good  evidence.  Then  I  will 
consider  whether  I  like  you  or  Stanton  best.” 


FRED  FEARNOT  AND  THE  FIGURE  FOUR 


15 


“I'll  kill  Stanton!” 

“Oh,  no,  you  won't!  I  will  turn  you  over  at 
once  if  you  do.  He  is  like  a  brother  to  me,  which 
is  what  you  have  never  been.” 

The  reproach  was  more  than  the  poor,  mis¬ 
guided  guard  could  stand,  and  he  made  earnest 
protest  that  he  would  be  her  slave  if  she  would 
only  give  him  the  chance. 

“Very  well,”  said  the  pretty  little  coquette.  “If 
you  will  only  walk  through  the  Gorge  and  back, 
and  repeat  my  name  as  you  go,  and  think  of 
nothing  but  me,  I  will  let  you  know  my  answer 
when  you  come  back.  I  will  be  satisfied  that  you 
mean  wrhat  you  say.” 

The  guard  hesitated,  and  Fred  and  Terry  lis¬ 
tened  with  great  interest.  It  was  a  moment  be¬ 
fore  he  answered,  and  first  the  girl  said,  scorn¬ 
fully  : 

“I  can  see  that  you  are  not  able  to  do  it,  and 
that  proves  to  me  that  Stanton  is  the  most  loyal 
after  all.” 

“No,  no!  I  will  do  it.  I  only  beg  the  chance. 

I  will  do  anything  you  say,  if  it  is  to  go  to  the 
kingdom  of  Old  Nick.  Tell  me  what  you  want 
me  to  do,  sweetheart,  and  I  will  do  it.” 

“I  have  told  you.” 

“But  I  am  on  guard.  If  I  am  found  off  guard, 
it  will  cost  me  my  life.  You  know  what  a  hard 
master  Mayo  is.” 

“Give  me  your  rifle.  I  will  keep  guard  until 
you  return.  If  Mayo  comes,  he  "will  find  that  his 
prisoners  are  as  well  guarded  as  if  you  were  here. 
Now  will  you  do  what  I  wish?” 

“You  wish  me  to  walk  through  the  haunted 
gorge  and  back  and  keep  repeating  your  name  all 
the  time.” 

“That  is  the  test  I  want.” 

“But  the  gorge  is  haunted,  and  there  have 
been  many  men  die  there  with  the  sign  of  mys¬ 
tery  on  their  breasts.  I  may  not  come  back 
alive.” 

“Then  you  are  not  fit  to  defend  me  all  through 
life.” 

The  guard  said  no  more,  but  he  delivered  up 
the  rifle  to  the  little  coquette  and  disappeared 
in  the  gloom.  The  girl  sat  for  a  few  moments, 
and  saw  his  figure  disappear  in  the  fog,  then  she 
turned,  and  with  the  use  of  a  key  that  she  had 
provided  herself  with  in  some  way,  she  entered 
the  house  where  Fred  and  Terry  were  prisoners. 
Under  her  gown  she  had  a  lantern,  and  she 
flashed  the  rays  about  the  room  and  saw  Fred 
and  Terry  standing  in  the  center  of  the  room. 
-They  bowed  most  profoundly  and  with  great 
chivalry. 

“This  is  a  most  unexpected  honor,”  said  Terry, 
-with  his  most  winning  smile.  “To  what  do  we 
owe  this  visit?” 

“I  have  come  to  tell  you  that  you  are  to  die 
with  the  rising  of  the  sun,”  said  the  girl.  “You 
may  be  prepared.”  .  ,  , 

“We  are  already  prepared,  for  indeed  we  are 
always  ready  for  death  while  on  the  precarious 
errand  of  tracking  a  murderer  to  his  lair.  We 
are  bound  to  get  him  in  time  also.” 

The  girl  flashed  a  glance  of  defiance  at  Terry, 
and  for  a  moment  she  seemed  to  be  a  real  outlaw 
ma.d  herself.  But  in  a  moment  her  glance  melt¬ 
ed,  and  she  said: 

“Sir,  I  understand  you  well.  You  are  of  the 
class  who  do  not  live  in  the  mountains  and  steal 


for  a  living.  You  are  what  is  called  honest, 
though  some  of  your  kind  have  proved  that  they 
are  anything  but  that,  and  you  look  upon  us  as 
bad  and  wicked  to  the  last  degree.” 

“I  confess  that  we  regard  your  people  as  out¬ 
side  the  law,”  said  Fred,  courteously,  but  gravely. 
“That  is  not  a  personal  reflection,  for  I  have 
never  seen  a  more  charming  young  lady,  and  one 
who  is  more  unlike  an  outlaw  maid  of  a  thief.” 

Her  face  flushed  hotly.  The  shot  had  told,  and 
she  went  white. 

“Sir,  I  am  not  a  thief.  I  know  that  my  father 
is  Hank  Mayo,  who  i^  under  price  for  his  life, 
but  though  he  has  done  wrong  things,  I  have 
never  done  so,  and  I  would  give  my  life  to  know 
that  my  father  had  not  done  wrong.” 

With  that  she  broke  down  and  wept,  and  Fred 
and  Terry  stood  silent  and  surprised,  waiting  for 
her  to  recover.  When  she  did,  there  was  a 
haughty  light  in  her  eyes,  and  she  turned  to  the 
door. 

“I  have  warned  you,”  she  said.  “Be  prepared 
to-morrow  morning  at  sunrise.  You  are  to  die.” 

“It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  bring  us  that  warn¬ 
ing,”  said  Terry,  quietly.  “But  you  will  forgive 
me  if  I  state  that  you  did  not  come  here,  nor  did 
you  send  away  the  guard  at  our  door  for  that 
purpose  alone.” 

She  turned,  and  her  face  glowed  with  a  strange 
light. 

“For  what  purpose  did  I  come  then?”  she  asked. 

Terry  bowed  low. 

“You  will  pardon  me  for  egotism  if  I  say  that 
you  were  interested  in  me  from  the  moment  we 
saw  each  other,  and  you  came  here  for  the  very 
purpose  of  setting  us  free.  In  the  kindness  of 
your  heart  and  the  tenderness  of  your  true  soul 
you  could  not  see  us  hung  at  daybreak  to-mor¬ 
row.” 

The  girl  was  deeply  affected. 

“You  are  both  my  father’s  enemies.” 

“I  am  compelled  to  say  that  we  are.” 

“If  I  liberate  you  will  you  swear  to  'never  come 
here  again,  and  to  give  up  the  coal  lands  and  go 
back  to  your  own  home?  You  will  do  this  and 
never  make  war  upon  my  father  again?” 

Fred  looked  at  Terry,  and  then  he  made  an¬ 
swer: 

“My  dear  miss,  your  request  is  one  that  we 
cannot  observe.  We  must  go  on  just  the  same 
until  lawlessness  is  broken  up  in  this  region.  We 
may  die  at  daybreak  to-morrow,  but  that  will  not 
save  your  father,  or  allow  the  gang  of  robbers 
and  murderers  to  go  on  with  their  practices,  for 
there  are  other  forces  at  work  for  their  extinc¬ 
tion.  But  if  your  father  values  his  life  and  his 
home  he  will  leave  this  part  of  the  country  at 
once  and  sever  all  connection  with  the  strange 
assassin  who  uses  the  mystic  figure  four  to  veil 
his  misdeeds.  This  is  the  best  we  can  do.” 

The  girl  was  pale  as  death,  and  she  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  hesitated  between  filial  duty  and  a  sense  of 
right.  She  knew  that  it  was  wrong  to  take  the 
lives  of  these  two  young  men,  as  her  father  pro¬ 
posed  to  do,  but  she  also  did  not  like  the  idea 
of  being  treacherous  to  her  parents.  But  now 
Fred  talked  to  her  in  a  most  convincing  way,  and 
finally  he  said: 

“Miss  Lizette,  you  have  but  little  time  left  in 
which  to  give  us  aid,  if  you  should  choose  to  do 
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so,  for  the  guard  whom  you  sent  away  will  soon 
return,  and  then  it  will  not  he  possible.” 

“He  has  gone  far.  He  will  not  he  back  for  an 
hour.  He  may  not  come  back  at  all.” 

“Is  it  so  dangerous  a  commission  that  you  sent 
him  on?”  asked  Fred,  with  surprise. 

“Sir,  the  trip  through  the  haunted  gorge  to¬ 
night  is  one  of  the  most  dangerous,  for  it  is  the 
lurking  place  of  the  man  of  the  figure  four.  Cary 
may  not  be  molested,  but  he  may  never  be  seen 
again.” 

“And  you  sent  him  to  such  a  fate  for  us?” 

The  girl  gasped,  and  was  for  a  moment  aghast. 

“Oh,  that  is  awful!”  she  exclaimed.  “It  did  not 
occur  to  me  what  I  was  doing.  What  if  he  goes 
to  his  dea^h?  I  am  responsible,  and  am  really 
his  murderer.” 

She  started  toward  the  door,  and  Terry  called 
cut: 

“Where  are  you  going?” 

“I  am  going  to  save  him  if  I  can.  I  never 
thought  that  I  was  possibly  sending  a  human 'be¬ 
ing  to  death.” 

“One  moment!”  said  Fred.  “Let  us  go  with 
you,  and  we  will  do  our  best  to  save  him,  for  we 
are  looking  for  that  man  with  the  figure  four. 
Will  you  do  that?” 

The  girl  hesitated,  and  then  she  quickly  drew 
a  knife  from  her  girdle,  and  with  a  quick  move¬ 
ment  cut  the  bonds  of  the  two  prisoners.  She 
then  looked  around  and  whispered: 

“Follow  me.  If  I  am  caught,  Hank  Mayo  will 
lose  one  of  his  daughters.  It  is  my  life  or  that 
of  the  two  men  he  has  sworn  shall  die.  I  am 
doing  a  disloyal  thing,  but  it  is  for  humanity. 

I  give  myself  to  Heaven/’ 

She  turned  and  went  out  at  the  door,  and  Fred 
and  Terry  slipped  after  her.  In  a  few  moments 
they  were  in  the  outer  air,  and  making  their  way 
in  the  gloom  out  of  the  little  settlement  of  huts. 
They  finally  came  to  the  mouth  of  a  deep  and 
dark  gorge,  and  into  this  they  slipped.  The  girl 
was  ever  ahead  of  them,  and  as  she  kept  on  she 
spoke  in  an  undertone. 

“We  will  go  to  meet  Carl.  I  do  hope  that  we 
shall  meet  him  safe,  for  I  will  take  my  life  if 
harm  has  come  to  him.” 

Fred  and  Terry  followed  the  strange  girl 
through -the  gorge  for  a  long  time.  The  path 
was  narrow,  and  at  times  it  skirted  the  base  of 
the  mountain,  and  above  the  dark  heights  could 
be  seen  against  the  sky.  They  had  been  on  the 
trail  over  half  an  hour  when,  from  the  distance, 
there  came  one  strange  and  wild  cry  of  agony 
that  was  like  »the  wail  of^a  lost  spirit.  It  har¬ 
rowed  up  the  very  souls  of  those  who  heard  it, 

“Oh,  it  is  Carl!”  she  groaned.  “I  sent  him  to 
his  death.  Oh,  why  did  I  do  it?  Oh,  why  did  I 
do  it?” 

But  Fred  and  Terry  waited  for  nothing.  -The 
sound  of  agony  came  up  from  what  was  not  a 
great  distance  below,  and  they  dashed  forward, 
and  soon  reached  a  corner  in  the  narrow  path  in 
the  defile.  Thep  they  fell  over  an  object  in  the 
path.  The  boys  were  upon  their  feet  at  once, 
and  Fred  gasped: 

“It  is  too  late,  Terry!  The  worst  has  happened. 
The  girl  will  be  driven  crazy,  for  her  lover  is 
dead!” 

The  boys  bent  down  over  the  figure  of  the  man 
who  lay  in  the  path,  and  it  required  but  a  brief 


examination  to  show  that  he  was  dead.  Terry 
had  taken  the  lantern  that  the  girl  had  used  at 
the  cabin,  and  he  now  drew  the  slide  and  showed 
the  rays  in  the  face  of  the  dead  man.  It  re¬ 
quired  but  a  glance  to  see  that  it  was  the  mis¬ 
guided  guard  who  had  been  sent  to  his  death  by 
the  coquettish  girl  whom  he  loved.  It  was  a  ter-  ’ 
rible  reflection,  and  Fred  and  Terry  were  for 
a  time  engrossed  and  did  not  think  of  further 
examining  the  dead  guard.  But  just  then  Fred’s 
eye  caught  sight  of  an  object  on  the  chest  of  the 
dead  man.  At  once  he  flashed  the  rays  of  the 
lantern  on  it,  and  there  was  revealed  the  explana¬ 
tion  of  all. 


On  the  dead  man  s  chest  was  the  sign  of  the 
four.  It  was  the  horrible  death  signal  of  the 
mysterious  assassin  whom  no  one  had  been  able 
to  track  down.  The  next  moment  they  heard  a 
low  wail  behind  them,  and  across  the  dead  form 
of  the  guard  there  fell  the  figure  of  the  young 
girl.  She  fainted,  and  it  required  a  long  time 
for  Fred  and  Terry  to  bring  her  back.  At  last 
she  revived,  and  as  they  assisted  her  to  her  feet 
she  gave  way  to  her  emotions. 

“Oh,  I  am  to  blame  k  I  sent  Carl  to  his  death. 
He  was  brave  and  noble.  He  loved  me,  and  I 
have  thrown  my  happiness  away.” 

It  was  pitiful,  and  Fred  and  Terry  felt  more 
than  ordinarily  sorry,  for  they  knew  that  they 
had  been  the  cause  of  the  poor  girl’s  troubles, 
bhe  had  sacrificed  her  lover  and  her  happiness 
ioi  them,  and  as  it  occurred  to  Terry,  he  went  up 
to  her  and  took  her  hand. 

Miss,  he  said  with  feeling,  “I  am  sorry  for 
you  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart.  We  appreciate 
what  you  have  done  for  us,  and  we  know  that  we 
can  never  repay  you,  and  that  nothing  that  we 
ca.n  do  will  ever  make  up  for  your  great  loss.  I 
wish  we  could  do  something  for  you.” 

The  girl  now  seemed  to  recover  from  the  first 
spasm  of  her  grief,  and  she  grew  calm.  Her 
voice  was  stronger  but  it  was  hard. 

Siis,  she  said,  “I  warn  you  not  to  linger  in 
this  place.  You  are  in  the  same  danger  that  Carl 
was,  and  at  any  moment  you  may  be  stricken  by 
the  sign  of  the  four.-  Oh,  it  is  awful,  but  I  am 
registering  a  vow  to  never  rest  until  I  have  track¬ 
ed  down  the  assassin  and  avenged  the  death  of 

my  Carl.  I  will  never  cease  to  track  him,  and  I 
can  do  it,  too.” 

Fred  gave  a  start. 

he  sai<?»  “70u  are  your  father’s  daugh- 

drV«rXiU  kn0-W  we!  t]}at  he  is  in  lea&ue  with  that  . 
dieadful  maniac.  Is  that  not  so?” 

The  girl  turned  and  said: 

“If  it  had  not  been  for  that  I  would  not  have 
w!ei°iy°T,ald  to-night.  I  would  never  have 
w/1310^1  ‘0. .”>y  fatter.  But  X  cannot  in  my 
caU  sanction  his  alliance  with  such  a  monster. 

UoSitke  p<J\nt  uP°n  which  my  father  and  I  divide. 
He  claims  that  the  man  was  wronged,  and  that  he  - 

murder  ,but  1  d»  believe  in 

incler.  I  hat  is  the  whole  story  ” 

She  bowed  her  head  in  her  hands  and  wept. 


It  is  needless  to  say  that  Fred  and  Tcrrv  we 
heartily  in  sympathy  with  the  high-minded  ai 
and  they  hastened  to  console  with  her.  T^v 
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spoke  words  well  chosen  and  kindly,  and  soon  they 
had  cheered  her  up,  and  after  she  had  recovered 
Fred  asked: 

“Miss  Lizette,  I  do  not  understand  why  this 
mysterious  assassin  should  kill  one  of  your  fa¬ 
ther's  men.  He  is  in  league  with  him,  and  I  would 
think  that  he  would  spare  the  men  under  your 
father.” 

“Sir.  that  is  easily  explained,  for  the  monster 
does  not  know  who  are  men  of  my  father's  band. 
He  takes  any  man  who  comes  into  his  net,  with¬ 
out  considering  anyone.” 

“Oh,  I  see!  That  is  due  to  his  form  of  in¬ 
sanity.” 

“Yes,  sir.  I  think  it  is.” 

But  the  young  daughter  of  the  outlaw  chief 
now  came  to  a  sense  of  the  position  they  were  in, 
and  she  said: 

“Sirs,  you  are  in  deadly  danger  here.  I  warn 
you  to  be  as  quick  as  you  can,  for  the  absence  of 
Carl  from  his  post  will  be  discovered,  also  your 
escape,  and  then  there  will  be  a  pursuit  that  will 
be  hard  for  you  to  escape.  I  warn  you.” 

The  two  boys  understood  that  she  was  right, 
and  they  realized  their  danger  well.  But  they 
were  loth  to  go  without  a  more  complete  under¬ 
standing  with  her.  Fred  accordingly  said: 

“We  are  deeply  grateful  to  you  for  your  advice 
and  your  aid,  but  we  want  to  assist  you  in  bring¬ 
ing  to  an  end  the  career  of  the  man  of  the  figure 
four.  Will  you  aid  us  to  get  on  his  track?” 

The  girl  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  she 
said: 

“You  may  send  me  word,  and  I  will  send  a 
messenger  to  you  in  the  town,  telling  you  what 
to  do,  but  I  hear  the  sounds  of  pursuit  already, 
and  you  will  be  too  late  if  you  do  not  go.  I  will 
hold  them  back  as  long  as  I  can,  but  I  cannot  be 
responsible  for  more.” 

Fred  and  Terry  saw  that  she  was  right,  and 
they  waited  no  longer.  They  fairly  flew  down  the 
defile,  and  were  soon  out  in  the  open  country,  and 
they  saw  the  light  of  Coalville  in  the  distance. 
They  reached  the  town  later,  and  they  were  so 
exhausted  and  beaten  out  that  they  were  glad  to 
crawl  into  bed  for  a  much-needed  rest.  They 
were  soon  in  deep  slumber.  Not  until  a  late  hour 
the  next  morning  did  the  boys  awake.  They  were 
completely  exhausted  from  their  exertions  of  the 
previous  night,  and  they  were  glad  of  the  chance 
to  rest.  Bu  twhen  they  finally  did  arise  Fred  ex¬ 
claimed:  “Well,  Terry,  we  had  a  pretty  tough  time 
last  night.  It  was  very  near  being  our  finish.” 

“That  is  right,  Fred.  I  am  sure  we  were  lucky 
to  get  out  of  it.”  . 

As  they  were  dressing,  Fred  asked  his  chum 
what  they  should  do.  It  was  a  question  that  was 
rot  easy  to  answer.  The  situation  at  present  was 
as  difficult  as  at  first.  They  had  made  little  prog¬ 
ress  towards  bringing  to  justice  the  mysterious 
murderer  who  used  the  strange  sign  of  the  four. 
That  they  had  his  identity  established  there  was 
no  doubt.  But  that  did  not  seem  to  do  any  good, 
for  they  could  not  get  him. 

“I  think  we  ought  to  get  the  men  of  this  little 
town  together  and  make  a  big  effort  to  corner  the 
villain,”  said  Terry.  “If  we  do  not,  one  or  both 
of  us  will  sooner  or  later  get  nipped.  See  how 
rear  we  came  to  it  last  night.  We  only  got  away 


17 

through  the  kind  heart  of  the  daughter  of  old 
Mayo.” 

Fred  was  perfectly  willing  to  agree  with  Terry  „ 
for  it  was  true  that  they  were  running  a  great 
risk,  and  the  deadly  assassin  might  get  his  chance 
to  strike  them  down.  But  that  it  would  result  in 
anything  of  note  to  organize  a  large  body  of  men 
Fred  could  not  believe.  It  had  been  tried  repeat¬ 
edly  and  had  failed.  The  mysterious  fiend  could 
easily  evade  the  attempt  to  trap  him,  and  laugh 
at  the  vigilants.  He  was  capable  of  making  him¬ 
self  invisible  with  the  cunning  of  the  most  adroit 
maniac.  But  there  wTas  no  reason  why  they  should 
not  inform  the  Vigilants  of  the  doings  of  the 
Mayo  gang,  and  assist  them  in  running  the  out¬ 
laws  down.  Fred  said: 

“We  own  property  here,  Terry,  and  we  cannot 
develop  it  or  sell  as  long  as  such  desperate  char¬ 
acters  are  allowed  to  roam  at  large.  It  would  not 
be  safe  to  work  at  the  mine.” 

“That  is  just  the  case,  Fred.  I  think  we  ought 
to  make  a  big  effort  to  capture  the  Mayo  leaders. 
If  that  gang  is  wiped  out,  perhaps  the  mysterious 
avenger  will  be  more  easily  trapped.” 

It  did  not  take  the  boys  long  to  decide  upon 
this  move,  and  they  accordingly  went  to  the  chief 
of  the  Vigilant  organization  and  reported  their 
experiences  of  the  night  before.  The  result  was 
that  the  chief  at  once  called  out  his  men,  and  they 
started  for  the  camp  of  the  outlaws.  They  were 
armed  to  the  teeth,  and  expected  a  battle,  for  it 
was  known  that  the  Mayo  gang  was  strong,  and 
would  make  a  hard  fight.  In  due  time  they  had 
reached  the  gorge  where  Fred  and  Terry  had  left 
the  outlaw’s  daughter,  and  where  the  murder  of 
the  girl’s  sweetheart  had  taken  place.  But  when 
the  Vigilants  arrived  there  they  found  no  sign  of 
the  Mayo  gang.  Not  one  of  them  remained  in  the 
little  settlement  where  they  had  been.  The  huts 
were  empty,  and  the  effects  were  even  gone. 

It  was  a  disappointment  to  the  chief  of  the  Vig¬ 
ilants,  for  he  had  hoped  to  surround  the  gang  and 
bring  them  to  terms.  He  had  a  large  body  of  men, 
and  the  chances  of  wiping  out  Mayo  were  good. 
The  outlaws  left  not  even  a  trail  behind  them  that 
could  be  followed,  and  there  was  no  way  of  telling 
what  direction  they  had  taken.  Fred  and  Terry 
were  more  than  disappointed,  for  the  Vigilants 
were  inclined  to  he  skeptical  as  to  the  real  truth 
of  their  story.  The  fact  that  Mayo  and  his  gang 
had  been  in  the  vicinity  was  undisputed,  hut  that 
the  two  youths  had  experienced  such  thrilling  ad¬ 
ventures  seemed  improbable  to  the  citizens  of 
Coalville.  There  was  a  man  named  Throgmorton 
in  the  band  who  was  more  than  skeptical,  and  he 
openly  declared  that  Fred  and  Terry  were  lying, 
and  that  they  had  not  seen  the  outlaws  at  all.  He 
added: 

*  “It  is  all  rot.  The  Mayo  gang  are  down  at 
Spencer  City  among  the  oil  men,  and  they  have 
not  been  up  here  for  a  long  time.  What  is  the  use 
of  paying  heed  to  such  false  alarms?” 

Of  course  Throgmorton's  declaration  gained 
some  believers,  and  Fred  and  Terry  were  exposed 
to  much  adverse  criticism.  At  first  Fred  thought 
he  would  not  pay  any  attention  to  this,  but  after 
a  while  he  found  that  the  attitude  of  the  Vigilants  • 
toward  himself  and  Terry  was  so  rude  and  un¬ 
bearable  that  he  would  take  it  up.  So  he  walked 
over  to  the  sneering  Throgmorton  and  said; 
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“My  friend,  you  seem  to  be  of  the  opinion  that 
my  chum  and  I  have  faked  the  story  we  told  about 
Mayo  and  the  man  of  the  figure  four.  Throgmor¬ 
ton  looked  at  Fred  askance  and  answered  con¬ 
temptuously: 

“I  have  a  right  to  my  opinion.” 

“That  is  not  disputed,  but  you  have  no  right  to 
state  that  our  story  is  an  untruth  until  you  have 
evidence.  I  object  to  your  villification  of  our 
honor  and  our  truthfulness.” 

Throgmorton  was  a  big  burly  fellow,  and  he 
looked  upon  Fred  as  a  boy,  and  of  not  much  con¬ 
sequence,  physically. 

“I  don’t  care  what  you  think  about  it.  I  am 
going  to  say  wh?it  I  please,  an  if  I  warn;  to  call 
you  a  beautiful  liar  I  am  going  to  do  it.” 

Quite  a  crowd  was  gathered  around  the  two, 
and  as  Throgmorton  spoke  there  was  excitement, 
for  they  could  see  that  there  was  likely  to  be  a 
collision  between  them.  Seeing  this,  the  Vigilant 
chief  spoke  up: 

“Oh,  see  here,  Throgmorton,  you  are  going  too 
far.  You  are  not  sure  of  the  fact  that  these 
young  men  are  not  telling  the  truth.” 

“I  am  of  the  opinion  that  they  have  been  lying 
in  beautiful  style.  If  they  want  to  take  it  up,  I 
am  here  and  ready.” 

Fred  trembled  with  anger,  but  be  hgld  himself 
in  restraint,  and  he  also  gave  Terry  a  restraining 
look.  Then  he  walked  up  to  the  big  Throgmorton 
and  said: 

“It  is  dangerous  to  call  even  a  boy  like  me  a 
liar.  You  seem  to  be  willing  to  do  so,  and  I  now 
warn  you  that  if  you  do  not  make  apology  there 
will  be  trouble.  I  shall  take  you  to  account  for  it.” 

The  big  ruffian  laughed  scornfully. 

“Listen  to  the  baby  talk!”  he  sneered.  “What 
do  you  think  of  that?  I’ll  bet  you  a  thousand  dol¬ 
lars  that  you  never  saw  one  of  the  Mayo  gang, 
and  this  romance  of  yours  that  you  were  captives 
in  their  hands  and  were  saved  by  the  old  man’s 
daughter  Lizette  is  the  rankest  thing  I  ever  heard. 
I  know  all  about  the  little  she-wolf,  and  she  would 
not  give  quarter  to  an  enemy  under  any  consider¬ 
ation.  This  romance  might  be  swallowed  by  some 
people,  but  not  by  your  humble  servant.” 

“For  your  opinion  we  have  little  respect,”  said 
Fred.  “The  story  is  literally  true,  and  if  we  can¬ 
not  prove  it  you  cannot  disprove  it.” 

“I  can  brand  it  as  a  lie,  though.” 

“If  you  do  you  will  be  calling  us  liars.  This  is 
tantamount  to  insult,  and  I  resent  it  here  upon  the 
spot.” 

Fred  spoke  firmly  and  without  temper,  but  the 
ruffian  was  not  at  all  abashed,  and  he  simply  spat 
on  the  ground  at  Fred’s  feet  and  said: 

“I’ll  bet  you  a  thousand  dollars  that  you  never 
had  the  experience  that  you  did.  That  ought  to 
shut  your  mouth.” 

“I’ll  take  that  wager,  though  I  do  not  make  a- 
practice  of  gambling,”  said  Fred,  quietly.  “Put 
up  your  money,  and  I  will  cover  it.” 

The  ruffian  hesitated,  for  it  was  a  fact  that  he 
had  not  the  money  to  his  name.  He  sniffed  the 
air,  and  put  up  a  bluff. 

“Let  me  see  our  thousand  first.  I’ll  bet  you 
never  saw  a  thousand  dollars  in  your  life.” 

Fred  promptly  pulled  out  of  his  pocket  a  thou¬ 
sand  dollars  in  bank  notes,  and  held  them  up  to 
the  view  of  all. 


“Gentlemen,”  he  said,  “I  want  you  to  witness 
how  I  will  put  this  boasting  fellow  in  his  hole. 
He  will  not  dare  to  cover  my  wager.  I  will  prove 
by  the  girl  herself  that  I  tell  the  truth,  for  I  mean 
to  have  her  as  captive  with  her  father  in  a  short 
time.  Now  you  will  see  the  gentleman  go  into  his 
hole.” 

Throgmorton’s  face  wras  livid,  and  for  a  moment 
he  was  at  a  loss  what  to  say.  There  was  no  doubt 
that  he  would  have  placed  the  wager  if  he  had 
possessed  it,  but  there  was  the  rub.  So  he  flushed 
and  stammered  and  looked  foolish. 

“I  have  not  got  the  money  here,”  he  said.  “But 
if  you  will  take  my  I.  O.  U.  I  will  bet  you  ten 
times  that  amount.” 

“Of  course,”  laughed  Fred  scornfully.  “Anyone 
would  bet  a  million  on  paper.  Now  it  strikes  me 
that  it  would  be  better  for  you  to  be  sure  that 
you  can  carry  out  your  boasts  before  you  perpe¬ 
trate  any  more  of  them.  You  would  not  dare  bet 
if  you  had  the  money.” 

That  ended  the  argument,  for  the  chief  now 
stepped  forward  and  compelled  Throgmorton  to 
step  back.  He  did  so,  but  his  face  was  the  mirror 
of  hate  and  revenge,  and  he  hissed: 

“I’ll  get  you  yet.  You  are  a  big  bluff,  and  a 
liar.” 


That  was  too  much  for  Fred.  Quick  as  a  flash 
he  sent  his  right  over  onto  the  big  boaster’s 
mouth,  and  he  staggered  back,  swallowing  a  cou¬ 
ple  of  his  teeth.  It  was  a  dandy  crack,  and  well 
deserved,  for  he  was  so  insulting  that  none  there 
could  blame  Fred.  But  the  ruffian  spat  out  his 
teeth  and  then  he  foamed  and  raved  and  rushed 
at  Fred,  swearing  that  he  would  have  his  life  for 
it.  The  Vigilants  saw  that  Fred  was  able  to  take 
care  of  himself,  so  they  did  not  attempt  to  inter¬ 
fere.  They  allowed  him  to  finish  his  quarrel  with 
his  foe,  the  chief  saying: 

“Better  let  them  fight  it  out,  boys.  They  will 
have  it  sooner  or  later.  I  think  that  Throgmorton 
needs  a  licking.” 

The  Vigilants  were  almost  to  a  man  with  Fred, 
for  he  had  conducted  himself  as  a  gentleman,  and 
he  had  the  best  of  cause  for  objecting  to  the  rude 
actions  and  language  of  the  other.  But  the  burly 
Throgmorton  did  not  realize  that  he  was  going  up 
against  a  trained  athlete  who  knew  the  science 
of  boxing,  which  he  did  not,  and  he  paid  the  pen¬ 
alty  of  his  foolishness.  He  made  a  bull-like  rush 
at  Fred,  and  met  with  a  blow  from  Fred’s  fist 
right  in  the  nose.  He  went  over  upon  his  back, 
and  when  he  got  up  he  was  groggy.  He  was  some 
seconds  recovering,  and  he  stared  at  Fred  for  a 
moment  in  amazement.  He  seemed  to  hesitate, 
but  seeing  that  his  antagonist  was  so  much 
smaller,  he  felt  that  he  ought  to  easilv  get  the 
best  of  him,  and  he  once  more  rushed.  The  next 
moment  he  was  sorry. 
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close  quarters  with  him,  but  he  stood  off  and  out 
boxed  him,  sending  in  heavy  and  well-placed  blowj 
tnat  knocked  him  off  his  feet.  It  speedily  becami 
apparent  that  Fred  could  knock  him  out  at  am 
tune,  and  now  some  of  his  friends  stepped  in  and 
pu  led  him  aside  They  tried  to  reason^th Mm 
telling  him  that  he  was  whipped.  But  he  was  still 
ugly,  and  declared  in  wild  tones  that  he  would  « 
even  with  Fearnot  if  it  took  him  a  lifetime  T\l 
continued  to  threaten  Fred,  while  his  friends  got 
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him  aside  and  led  him  away.  But  the  return  to 
town  was  now  made,  and  the  search  for  the  out¬ 
law  chief  and  his  men  was  again  voted  a  failure. 
It  disgusted  Fred  and  Terry,  and  Fred  said: 

“Terry,  there  is  no  other  way  for  us  but  to  work 
on  our  own  hook.  We  can  hope  to  get  those  vil¬ 
lains  in  no  other  way.” 

“That  is  all  right  in  theory,  Fred,  but  we  can¬ 
not  hope  to  handle  such  a  large  gang  of  desper¬ 
adoes  alone.  It  is  too  big  a  job,  for  they  could 
hold  a  regiment  at  bay  in  these  hills.  Have  not 
the  law  and  order  men  been  trying  for  years  to 
get  them,  and  all  efforts  have  failed?” 

Fred  did  for  the  first  time  feel  a  little  discour¬ 
aged.  In  fact  he  was  a  little  bit  sick  of  the  job, 
and  was  ready  to  give  it  up  and  go  home  to  New 
York.  He  knew  that  his  option  on  the  coal  land 
was  good  indefinitely,  and  he  could  come  back  and 
develop  it  after  the  region  had  been  cleared  of  the 
lawless  men.  He  and  Terry  were  risking  their 
lives  in  a  cause  that  promised  little  glory  and  no 
profit.  It  was  only  the  feeling  of  both  that  they 
did  not  like  to  be  beaten  that  kept  them  in  the 
game.  Both  boys  were  really  getting  homesick, 
and  they  had  letters  from  their  sweethearts,  tell¬ 
ing  them  that  they  were  coming  down  to  New 
York  for  a  visit,  and  that  they  were  anxious  for 
the  boys  to  be  there.  When  Fred  read  this  he 
looked  at  Terry  and  smiled  in  a  sickly  way. 

“Terry,  we  are  a  couple  of  fools  to  stay  here  in 
this  forsaken  place,  when  we  can  be  at  home 
among  our  friends  and  doing  a  good  business..  We 
are  incurring  the  risk  of  being  shot  from  ambush, 
and  death  in  this  region  in  such  a  manner  would 
be  without  honor  or  note.  I  suggest  that  we 
throw  up  the  whole  thing  and  go  back  to  New 
York.” 

“I  am  with  you,  Fred.  I  do  not  see  why  we 
should  always  be  fighting  other  people’s  battles. 
We  have  interests  to  look  after  that  are  of  more 
importance  elsewhere.” 

So  the  boys  fully  made  up  their  minds  to  leave 
Coalville  the  next  day  and  go  back  to  New  York. 


CHAPTER  IX. — Conclusion. 

So  that  night  they  packed  up  their  grips,  in¬ 
tending  to  take  the  morning  train  for  the  north. 
But  the  best  laid  plans  oft  go  wrong,  as  the  old 
saw  has  it.  Fred  went  downstairs  to  pay  his  bill 
and  tell  the  proprietor  of  their  intention  to  leave, 
when  he  was  given  a  note  by  a  bellboy.  It  was 
written  on  fasihonable  note-paper,  and  as  Fred 
read  it  he  gave  a  start.  Thus  the  note  read: 

i 

“My  Dear  Mr.  Feamot. — No  doubt  you  will  be 
astonished  at  receiving  this  communication  from 
me.  You  will  remember  me  as  the  daughter  of 
Hank  Mayo,  who  was  with  you  that  night  when  i 
oor  Carl  Behr  was  slain  by  the  wretch  who  calls 
imself  the  avenger  of  his  slain  brother.  Since 
then  I  have  been  treated  as  a  slave  and  a  prisoner 
by  my  father.  He  was  very  angry  with  me,  be- 
cau.  e  he  found  that  I  had  helped  you  to  escape. 
He  threatened  me  with  death,  and  his  rage  was 
hard  to  describe.  Now  you  will  understand  that 
he  is  not  my  real  father.  He  stole  me  from  my 
parents  as  an  act  of  revenge  when  I  was  an  in¬ 
fant,  arid  brought  me  up  in  the  camp  of  the  out¬ 
law.  it  was  discovered  by  me  some  time  since, 


and  that  explained  to  me  why  I  never  had  any 
love  for  him. 

“I  loathe  him,  and  am  only  too  anxious  to  see 
him  betrayed,  and  dealt  with  as  the  law  orders. 
He  has  been  a  kind  parent  to  me  in  a  way,  for  he 
has  given  me  education  and  training  in  fine  schools 
in  the  East,  but  I  could  not  love  him  as  a  parent. 
I  am  heartbroken  over  the  death  of  my  dear  Carl, 
and  I  feel  that  it  was  all  the  fault  of  my  father 
so-called.  I  am  willing  to  betray  him  and  the 
gang  to  you  if  you  wish.  If  you  will  meet  me  at 
the  old  wooden  foot  bridge  at  the  Black  Creek,  I 
will  tell  you  how  he  can  be  rounded  up,  and  also 
many  things  that  will  aid  you  to  endure  that  awful 
murderer,  the  man  of  the  figure  four.  With  this 
assurance,  I  beg  to  humbly  and  hopefully  remain, 

“Lizette.” 

When  Fred  read  this  thrilling  and  explanative 
epistle  he  was  astonished.  He  hesitated,  and  then 
he  went  straight  to  Terry. 

“It’s  all  off,  Terry.” 

“What  are  you  talking  about,  Fred?” 

“Read  this  and  you  will  understand.” 

Terry  read  the  note,  and  then  he  looked  at  Fred 
and  asked: 

“What  are  you  talking  about?  What  is  all 
off?” 

“Why,  our  projected  trip  home.” 

“Thunder!  Do  you  mean  to  stay  here?” 

“Why  not?  Here  is  the  game  placed  right  in 
our  hands.  We  have  the  chance  to  get  our  birds 
now,  and  we  would  be  foolish  not  to  seize  it.” 

Terry  could  not  deny  that  there  was  logic  in 
what  Fred  said,  and  after  a  while  agreed  with  him 
that  it  was  the  best  plan  to  remain  and  accept  the 
offer  of  Lizette  to  trap  the  outlaws.  But  Fred 
knew  that  it  could  not  be  done  without  the  aid  of 
the  Vigilants,  and  he  went  to  Chief  Foster  with 
the  letter.  When  the  chief  read  it  he  was  greatly 
stirred  up.  He  looked  at  Fred  and  said: 

“This  conclusively  proves  that  your  story  was 
correct.  I  wish  you  would  remain  here  a  moment. 

I  have  a  little  matter  to  settle.” 

With  that  he  left  the  room.  Fred  wondered 
what  it  meant,  but  presently  he  came  back,  and 
with  him  was  the  man  Throgmorton.  He  was 
abashed,  and  looked  at  Fred  in  a  very  sheepish 
way. 

“Mr.  Feamot,”  he  said  in  an  humble  tone,  “the 
chief  has  shown  me  this  letter,  and  it  proves  to 
me  that  you  told  the  truth  that  day.  I  am  here  to 
apologize  to  you,  and  I  hope  that  we  will  be  friends 
again.” 

Fred  instantly  arose  and  held  out  his  hand. 

“All  right,  Throgmorton,”  he  said.  “We  will 
call  it  off,  and  we  can  certainly  be  friends.  I  have 
no  hard  feelings,  and  there  is  no  reason  why  it 
should  go  further.” 

They  shook  hands,  and  Throgmorton  proved 
himself  more  of  a  man  than  Fred  had  dreamed  by 
acknowledging  that  Fred  had  given  him  what  he 
deserved.  He  added: 

“I  made  a  fool  of  myself,  Fearnot.  You  are  a 
gentleman,  and  I  am  a  cad.  You  ought  to  have 
knocked  my  head  off.” 

“Weil,”  laughed  Fred,  “t  have  to  apologize  for 
depriving  you  of  some  good  teeth.  I  am  sorry  for 

that. 

But  now  the  note  received  from  the  girl  was 
discussed,  and  the  result  was  that  it  was  agreed 
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that  Fred  should  keep  the  appointment,  and  that 
a  number  of  the  Vigilants  should  wait  in  hiding 
in  the  darkness  to  make  sure  that  there  was  no 
treachery.  So  that  evening  Fred  went  to  the  ap¬ 
pointed  place  with  the  knowledge  that  he  was 
guarded  by  men  in  hiding,  so  that  if  it  was  really 
a  game  of  the  wily  outlaw  to  trap  him  there 
would  be  a  chance  for  him  to  escape.  But  as  he 
appeared  at  the  bridge  a  slender  figure  glided 
out  of  the  shadows,  and  he  was  face  to  face  in  the 
gloom  with  Lizette. 

“Oh,  sir,  I  am  risking  my  life  in  coming  here. 
Mayo  is  at  the  camp,  and  he  would  kill  me  if  he 
knew  that  I  had  left.  I  may  be  found  out,  and  on 
my  return  he  will  attack  me.  He  suspects  me, 
and  at  any  moment  he  might  take  it  into  his  head 
to  regard  me  as  a  traitor  and  dispose  of  me.  He 
would  not  hesitate  to  kill  me  if  he  dreamed  of  such 
a  thing  as  this.” 

“In  that  case  you  ought  not  to  go  back,”  said 
Fred.  “It  would  be  very  foolish.  I  advise  you  to 
come  to  the  town  with  me,  and  I  will  see  that  yoii 
are  protected.” 

But  the  girl  protested  that  this  was  not  pos¬ 
sible  just  yet.  She  told  Fred  that  the  outlaw 
gang  was  at  that  moment  camped  on  a  spur  of  the 
mountain  about  four  miles  away,  and  beyond  the 
shaft  of  the  Big  League  mine. 

“Mr.  Fearnot,  if  you  will  surround  the  place 
with  your  men  in  the  hours  of  the  night,  and  then 
wait  for  morning  you  will  gain  the  victory.  There 
will  be  probably  no  fight,  for  when  Mayo  finds 
that  he  is  caught  like  a  rat  in  a  trap  he  will  no 
doubt  surrender.  He  is  a  coward,  and  does  not 
fight  when  the  odds  are  against  him.” 

“I  will  follow  your  instructions  to  the  letter,” 
said  Fred.  “I  have  faith  in  your  plan,  and  we  will 
hope  to  win.” 

So  the  Vigilants  went  back  to  town,  and  at  once 
the  organization  was  made  for  the  attack  upon  the 
outlaws.  Fred  and  Terry  were  now  in  the  game 
for  keeps,  and  they  prepared  to  accompany  the 
Vigilants.  At  the  hour  of  midnight,  accordingly, 
they  were  .on  hand,  and  with  the  band  of  armed 
men  left  the  town.  The  Vigilants  made  their  si¬ 
lent  way  over  the  mountain,  and  in  less  than  an 
hour  they  had  a  line  formed  around  the  camp. 
This  had  hardly  been  done  when  there  was  the 
sound  of  commotion  on  the  spur,  and  it  was  known 
that  the  presence  of  the  Vigilants  had  been  dis¬ 
covered.  Of  course  it  created  consternation  in  the 
outlaw  camp,  and  there  was  a  desperate  attempt 
to  escape  in  the  dark.  But  every  outlaw  who  tried 
to  break  through  the  cordon  was  captured  or  shot. 
By  morning  they  had  all  been  captured,  and 
among  them  was  the  girl  Lizette.  Of  course  she 
was  not  held  a  prisoner,  but  the  most  disappoint¬ 
ing  thing  of  all  was  the  fact  that  the  leader  of  the 
gang  was  not  among  the  captured.  But  Lizette, 
the  gi  rl  who  had  betrayed  the  outlaws,  heard  this 
statement,  and  came  forward,  saying: 

•  “If  you  will  come  with  me,  and  take  not  more 
tharl  two  other  men,  I  will  take  you  to  his  hiding 
place.” 

Of  course  Fred  agreed  to  this,  and  he  selected 
Terry  and  Chief  Foster  himself,  and  they  set  out 
under  the  guidance  of  Lizette.  For  a  long  time 
they  followed  her  through  the  darkness,  and  after 
u  while  they  came  to  a  halt  in  a  little  clearing, 
and  here  Lizette  stopped.  She  was  silent  a  mo¬ 
ment  and  then  she  whispered: 


“I  am  going  forward,  and  will  give  you  a  signal 
when  to  come.  The  den  of  the  man  of  the  figure 
four  is  over  there  under  that  cliff  of  rock.  There 
is  a  mass  of  vines  over  the  entrance,  and  you  have 
only  to  lift  them  and  enter.  I  am  going  in  there, 
and  if  I  do  not  come  out  in  less  than  ten  minutes 
you  will  know  that  I  am  dead.” 

Fred  and  Terry  gave  a  gasp. 

“This  is  too  great  a  risk,”  protested  Fred.  “I 
cannot  consent  to  it.  We  will  not  let  you  go  to 
such  a  fate.” 

But  the  girl  held  up  her  hand. 

“It  is  all  right!  I  have  nothing  to  live  for  now. 
It  is  nothing  for  me  to  die,  and  there  is  no  other 
wTay.  You  will  wait  for  the  signal.” 

Before  anyone  could  say  more  the  girl  was 
gone.  There  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  wait,  and  at 
last  they  wrere  almost  frozen  with  horror  to  hear 
a  wild,  thrilling  scream  of  agony.  Instantly  Fred 
cried  out,  hoarsely: 

“Come,  men!  What  fools  we  are  to  have  let 
that  girl  go  in  there!  We  must  avenge  her.”  , 

Terry  and  Foster  were  at  the  heels  of  Fearnot, 
and  they  reached  the  mass  of  vines  at  the  foot  of 
the  cliff.  They  lifted  them  and  crept  under  to 
come  into  a  glare  of  light  from  a  cavern  chamber 
beyond.  In  an  instant  they  passed  through  a  nar¬ 
row  passage  into  a  chamber  of  large”"  dimensions, 
and  then  they  beheld  a  scene  that  froze  their  blood. 
Two  men  stood  over  a  crumpled  figure  on  the 
stone  floor.  Their  brutal  faces  were  contorted 
with  passion  and  fiendish  fury,  arid  one  of  them 
held  a- knife  in  his  hand.  The  figure  on  the  stone 
floor  was  that  of  the  beautiful  girl  wTho  had  given 
her  life  to  betray  the  worst  villains  in  the  world. 
Fred  and  Terry,  with  Foster  close  behind  them, 
sprung  at  the  twTo  monsters  in  crime  with  the  fury 
of  wolves.  As  they  closed  in  on  them  Fred  cried: 

“Capture  them  alive!  Do  not  thwart  justice! 
Let  the  law  deal  with  them  as  it  should.” 

Then  followed  such  a  fight  as  W'ould  have  turned 
the  blood  cold  of  any  spectator.  Of  course  the 
maniac  Marston,  the  man  of  the  figure  four,  was 
like  a  fiend  in  his  attempt  to  kill  his  antagonists. 
But  the  odds  were  against  the  villain,  and  sudden¬ 
ly  Fred  got  an  opportunity  to  put  in  a  hard  blow 
in  his  solar  plexus  that  doubled  him  up,  and  sent 
him  down  with  agony.  Fred  was  upon  him  like  a 
tiger,  and  he  wTas  rendered  helpless  in  a  moment. 
Terry  brought  rope  and  he  was  bound  securely. 

The  prisoners  wTere  taken  back  to  the  town  and 
they  wTere  safely  lodged  in  jail.  Fred  had  the  body 
of  the  poor  girl  Lizette  buried  at  his  own  expense, 
and  it  was  a  sad  affair.  Many  of  the  townspeople, 
wdien  they  heard  the  story,  w*ent  to  the  jail  and 
demanded  the  persons  of  the  two  monsters  in 
crime.  The  jailer  was  in  a  panic,  and  after  a 
feeble  resistance  he  opened  the  jail  doors  and  the 
prisoners  were  taken  out.  What  followed  can  be 
imagined  without  any  further  description.  The 
bodies  of  the  two  criminals  were  found  later  hang¬ 
ing  to  a  tree  in  one  of  the  public  squares.  Fred 
and  Terry  now  decided  to  remain  no  loTxger  in  the 
town,  but  they  stayed  long  enough  to  sell  their 
coal  lands  and  get  a  good  profit  from  the  sale. 
Then  they  found  it  expedient  to  return  to  New 
York,  where  they  landed  later  safe  and  sound. 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “FRED  FEAR¬ 
NOT  AND  THE  BOY  FROM  HOME;  or,  HELP¬ 
ING  OUT  AN  ORPHAN.” 
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ANCIENT  ROME’S  ELEVATORS 
The  ancient  palaces  of  Rome  show  traces  of 
elevators — vertical  passages — the  stones  on  the 
landings  worn  deep  by  the  ropes  which  were  used 
to  hoist  the  primitive  elevators  of  those  days. 


RABBIT  KILLS  BIG  SNAKE 
A  rabbit  killed  a  four-foot  blacksnake  the  other 
morning  near  the  home  of  W.  R.  Ward  of  Lyells, 
Va.  The  reptile  had  just  swallowed  one  of  the 
rabbit’s  offspring.  After  kicking  the  snake  into 
unconsciousness,  the  rabbit  finally  killed  it  by 
gnawing  two  large  places  in  its  head. 


ARSENIC  SPRAY  KILLS  17  COWS 
Seventeen  cows  owned  by  John  Grieff,  a  farmer, 
have  died  from  arsenic  poisoning.  The  cows 
strayed  out  of  Grieff’s  pasture  and  crossed  the 
Raritan  River  to  the  estate  of  James  B.  Duke, 
Somerville,  N.  J.  The  estate  has  been  sprayed  by 
the  State  Gypsy  Moth  Bureau  and  the  grass  was 
covered  with  the  sprayed  arsenic. 

FRENCH  HOUSES  MADE  OF  STRAW 
The  straw  used  for  dwelling  construction  in 
France  is  cut  into  fine  fragments  with  revolving 


knives,  crushed  on  steel  rollers  and  compressed  in 
hydraulic  presses  into  blocks  eighteen  inches  wide 
and  high,  and  as  long  as  required.  The  blocks 
are  used  for  walls,  with  a  light  framework  of 
studs.  The  walls  give  the  best  of  insulation 
against  heart  and  cold,  are  only  one-tenth  as 
heavy  as  stone  or  brick,  and  the  structures  are 
said  to  cost  only  half  as  much  as  ordinary  frama 
houses. 


SOWING  FROM  AIRPLANE 

It  is  proposed  to  use  an  airplane  of  the  slow 
tractor  type  to  sow  grain  at  flying  speed  as  tha 
machine  passes  over  the  prepared  ground.  A 
system  of  parallel  perforated  metal  tubes  extend 
at  short  intervals  from  front  to  back  of  the  lower 
wings.  Out  of  the  tubes  the  seen,  is  forced  by 
the  air  pressure  created  by  the  flight  of  the  plane. 
It  is  calculated  that  in  that  way  the  grain  can 
be  shot  out  with  force  enough  to  bury  it  to  the 
proper  depth  in  loose  soil.  The  machine  will 
have  apparatus  for  landing  on  plowed  ground 
and  will  have  a  speed  of  perhaps  forty  miles  an 
our.  It  is  intended  for  flight  only  a  few  feet 
above  the  ground. 
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A  BIG  CHANGE  IN 


“MOVING  PICTURE  STORIES” 

Magnificent  Art- Work  Covers  in  Sepia  —  Handsome  Sepia 
inside  illustrations  —  Twice  as  many  and  better  pictures 
than  before  —  Intimate  talks  with  the  greatest  picture 
stars  —  Splendid  stories  of  the  very  best  film  plays  —  And 
all  sorts  of  news  from  the  studios 

TAKE  NOTICE! 

If  you  thought  “Moving  Picture  Stories”  was  a  bright,  sparkling  little  magazine  in 
the  past,  you  ought  to  see  it  now!  Improved  100  per  cent,  in  every  department.  The 
big  portraits  of  actresses,  the  zippy  short  articles  and  up-to-date  interviews  make  it 
doubly  interesting.  No  room  here  to  tell  you  all  the  good  things  it  contains.  Just 
buy  a  copy  and  you  will  be  delighted  at  all  you  get  for  7  cents. 

The  Number  Out  Today  Is  a  Dandy! 

.  .  —  Don’t  Miss  It  — 

FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS 
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Two  Boys  and  a  Treasure 

—  Or,  — 

LEFT  ON  A  WATER-LOGGED  SHIP 


By  F.  A.  HARDY 


(A  Serial  Story*) 

V 

CHAPTER  III. 

In  The  Forecastle. 

Fred  felt  like  crying,  for  he  was  disappointed 
and  vexed  at.  the  way  things  had  turned  out. 

No  doubt  the  tears  did  come  in  his  eyes,  but  he 
forced  them  back,  and  then,  turning  to  his  boy 
companion  in  misfortune,  he  said: 

“I  suppose  there  is  no  use  in  saying  anything 
more,  Jerry.  “We  haven’t  the  least  chance  here.” 

“That’s  about  the  size  of  it,”  the  New  York 
boy  answered,  quickly.  “We  are  in  for  a  long 
voyage,  and  we’ve  got  to  rough  it  for  fair.  I 
feel  sorry  for  you,  but  I  don’t  mind  it  so  myself. 
I’ve  always  had  the  rough  side  of  life,  and  I’m 
used  to  it.” 

“Kendall,”  said  the  captain,  nodding  to  the  man 
at  the  wheel,  “suppose  you  look  after  these  young 
fellows.  I  don’t  want  them  treated  any  worse 
than  they  should  be.  It  isn’t  because  I  think  I 
did  wrong  in  taking  them  aboard ;  but  there  might 
be  trouble  when  we  get  home  if  they  were  not 
treated  as  well  as  any  of  the  rest.  They  are  land¬ 
lubbers,  but  you  can  see  to  it  that  they  are  not 
forced  to  try  and  do  work  that  they  knew  nothing 
about.  If  they  don’t  want  to  go  to  the  forecas¬ 
tle  right  now  they  can  stay  here  with  you  and 
wait  until  you  are  relieved.” 

“Ay,  ay,  cap’n,”  the  seaman  answered,  taking 
his  hand  from  the  wheel  long  -enough  to  touch  his 
forelock. 

Then  Captain  James  Billings  walked  to  the 
xrompanionway  and  went  on  down  into  the  cabin. 

Fred  and  Jerry  felt  a  little  better. 

The  fact  that  they  had  been  turned  over  to  tho 
care  of  the  man  at  the  wheel  made  them  anxious 
to  feel  him  out  and  learn  what  sort  of  a  man  he 
(Was. 

“Feel  as  though  you’ve  sorter  been  imposed  on, 
jeh,  lads?”  Kendall  observed,  quite  kindly. 

“We  certainly  were  imposed  upon.  Why!  it  is 
an  outrage!”  exclaimed  Fred. 

“Not  so  loud,  lad.  It  can’t  be  helped  now.  Ther 
.cap’n  has  been  tryin’  for  two  days  to  git  one  6r 
two  to  ship,  an’  he  jest  couldn’t  help  gobblin’  you 
two  lads  up  when  he  got  the  chance.  But  if  you’ll 
fboth  promise  me  that  you’ll  make  ther  best  of  it 
I’ll  help  you  along  a  whole  lot.  My  name  is  Bob 
'Kendall,  an’  I’m  doin’  ther  job  of  second  mate 
^an’  bo’sun,  too,  livin’  in  ther  forecastle  with  ther 
^seamen,  but  gittin’  ten  dollars  more  a  month  than 
iftny  cf  ’em.  You  jest  stick  to  mb,  an’  I’ll  see  that 
you  lave  fair  play.” 

His  words  had  the  effect  of  cheering  them 
(greatly,  though  neither  of  them  could  fully  realize 
ithq  situation  they  were  placed  in  as  yet. 


In  less  than  ten  minutes  they  were  fast  friends 
of  the  boatswain,  and  there  was  no  doubt  but  that 
he  was  sincere  in  all  he  said  to  them. 

Stegar,  the  mate,  came  around  occasionally, 
giving  Bob  Kendall  instructions;  but  he  said  noth¬ 
ing  to  the  boys,  thus  making  it  plain  that  the  cap¬ 
tain  had  told  him  they  were  to  remain  there  if 
they  wished. 

At  length  Kendall  wras  relieved. 

“Come,  lads,”  he  said,  nodding  to  Fred  and 
Jerry.  “I’ll  show  you  your  bunks  now.” 

They  followed  him  into  the  forecastle,  where 
the  air  was  so  foul  that  they  almost  felt  like 
turning  back. 

But  the  longer  they  remained  there  the  more 
they  felt  like  lying  down,  and  it  was  not  hard  for 
the  old  salt  to  induce  them  to  do  it. 

In  spite  of  the  heat  and  the  trap  they  had 
fallen  into,  the  two  boys  slept  pretty  well  until 
daylight. 

The  snoring  of  two  or  three  sailors  who  were 
still  in  their  bunks  quickly  made  them  fully 
awake,  and  then  they  lost  no  time  in  tumbling 
out  and  getting  on  deck. 

There  wTas  a  stiff  breeze  blowing,  and  the  ship 
was  sailing  splendidly. 

A  dirty-looking  sailor  grinned  at  them  as  he 
was  coiling  a  rope,  but  said  nothing. 

Fred  soon  caught  sight  of  Bob  Kendall,  and 
nodding  to  his  chum,  said :  / 

“There  is  the  boatswain.  Let’s  go  to  him  and 
find  out  what  we  have  got  to  do.” 

“Good!”  exclaimed  Jerry. 

They  quickly  reached  the  sailor  they  now  called 
their  friend,  and  when  he  greeted  them  cheerily 
they  knew  that  confidence  was  not  misplaced. 

“Fine  mornin’,  an’  everything  shipshape,”  said 
Bob.  “There’s  a  lot  that’s  nice  about  bein’  a  sailor, 
lads.  Ther  Keystone  Belle  has  been  a  putty  good 
ship  in  her  day,  an’  she’s  good  for  quite  a  few  voy¬ 
ages  yet.  Ain’t  she  doin’  fine  this  mornin’?” 

He  looked  at  the  well  set  sails  with  the  admira¬ 
tion  that  alone  can  be  showm  by  an  expert  sea¬ 
man. 

The  invigorating  sea  air  caused  the  two  boys 
to  feel  fine,  and  it  was  not  long  before  they  found 
themselves  getting  very  hungry. 

They  had  eaten  nothing  since  the  meal  in  the 
cabin  the  afternoon  before,  and  this  probably  had 
something  to  do  with  it,  too. 

They  were  soon  called  to  “mess,”  and  then 
when  they  found  their  breakfast  consisted  mainly 
of  stale  bread  and  black  coffee,  though  there  was 
some  fat  pork  "with  it,  they  became  disheartened 
again. 

“Never  mind,  lads,”  said  Bob  Kendall,  kindly. 
“I’ll  speak  to  ther  captain  ther  first  time  I  git 
ther  chance,  an’  maybe  I  kin  fix  it  a  little  better 
for  yer.” 

The  boys  began  eating  and  drinking  what  there 
was  before  them,  and  they  found  that  it  did  not 
taste  so  very  bad  after  all. 

Fred  was  in  no  hurry  about  eating  his  pork,  so 
one  of  the  sailors  reached  over  and  took  possession 
of  it. 

“Put  that  back!”  cried  the  boy,  though  he  really 
did  not  want  it,  but  was  angered  at  the  man’t 
audacity. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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GOOD  READING 
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FROG  FARMING 

From  his  backyard  frog  ranch  near  Oshkosh, 
Wis.,  Emil  Neuenfeldt  ships  2,000,000  frog  legs 
a  year.  The  frogs  are  kept  in  concrete  trenches 
fifty  feet  long  and  six  feet  wide,  in  which  are  re¬ 
frigerated  pipes  and  running  water.  The  cold 
water  makes  the  frogs  hibernate  and  silences  the 
frog  chorus.  When  an  order  is  received  the  re¬ 
quired  number  is  scooped  from  a  trench  and  the 
frogs  are  placed  in  a  tank  of  water  charged  with 
electricity.  This  kills  the  frogs,  straightens  out 
their  legs  and  makes  amputation  easy. 


A  SIGNAL  RING  FOR  MOTORISTS 
When  you  hold  out  your  hand  on  a  dark  night, 
signalling  that  you  are  about  to  stop  or  make  a 
turn,  it  is  often  doubtful  whether  or  not  your 
signal  has  been  seen.  A  ring,  carrying  a  ruby 
light,  has  been  devised  to  overcome  this  diffculty. 
It  is  automatically  turned  on  when  the  motorist 
extends  his  hand  and  goes  off  when  the  arm  is 
withdrawn.  A  long  flexible  cord  plugs  into  a 
socket  on  the  instrument  board  or  under  the 
driver’s  seat  to  supply  the  current. 

With  this  device  installed  the  signals  of  the 
driver  are  certain  to  be  observed  by  the  car  be¬ 
hind  and  the  dangers  of  night  driving  reduced. 


THE  UNHAPPY  REMAINS  OF  COLUMBUS 
A  report  has  been  made  to  the  War  Depart¬ 
ment  by  the  Receiver  General  of  Dominion  Cus¬ 
toms,  dealing  with  the  remains  of  Columbus.  A 
project  is  now  on  foot  to  erect  a  massive  tomb  in 
San  Domingo  City,  somewhat  modeled  after  the 
tomb  of  Napoleon  in  Paris  and  the  exterior  some¬ 
thing  like  Grant’s  Tomb  in  New  York.  A  beacon 
tower  300  feet  in  height  is  part  of  the  plan.  Un¬ 
fortunately  the  bones  of  Columbus  which  were 
brought  from  Spain  in  1540  were  often  opened  for 
inspection  to  distinguished  visitors.  This  should 
be  stopped.  It  was  that  very  fact  which  first  sug¬ 
gested  the  idea  that  it  should  be  the  concern  of 
Pan  Americans,  the  peoples  of  the  21  republics 
occupying  the  territory  of  North  and  South 
America  and  Canada  to  provide  a  suitable  me¬ 
morial  and  final  resting  place  for  Columbus  in  the 
Cradle  of  America,  as  San  Domingo  is  called. 


WHAT  THE  ATOLLS  ARE 

•  It  has  been  shown  by  the  investigations  con¬ 
ducted  by  scientific  expeditions  to  the  Pacific  is¬ 
land  -  that  there  is  a  slow  elevation  going  on  there, 
which,  by  lifting  the  reefs  gradually  above  the 
waves',  preserves  them  from  erosion  at  the  top 
and  enables  vegetation  and  certain  animal  forms 
of  terre-trial  character  to  exist  there. 

This  is  in  opposition  to  the  old  idea  that  the 
atolls  were  formed  by  the  gradual  subsidence  of 
small  i  lands,  and  that  the  coral  insects  built  up 
enc. rcling  reefs  as  the  islands  sank. 

Recent  reports  show  that  the  elevation  of  the 
Islands  is  a  general  phenomenon,  but  variable  in 
amount,  some  islands  rising  rapidly  and  others 
Very  slowly. 


Both  the  flora  and  the  fauna  of  these  islands 
are  confined  to  a  very  few  species,  although  seen 
from  a  distance  some  of  them  appear  very  rich  in 
vegetation. 


ALTITUDE  AFFECTS  HEALTH 

Interesting  observations  have  been  made  by  Mr. 
G.  I.  Finch  based  upon  his  experiences  in  climbing 
Mount  Everest.  He  carefully  noted  the  effect  of 
altitude  upon  his  physical  condition  and  took  note 
of  the  exact  altitude  and  how  it  affected  him.  He 
concludes  that  up  to  21,000  feet  the  climber’s 
physical  functions  were  practically  unimpaired 
and  good  sleep  and  recuperation  from  fatigue 
were  possible,  but  at  23,000  feet  sleep  was  fitful, 
appetite  fell  off  and  there  was  a  general  loss  of 
physical  fitness.  The  conclusion  is  that  at  ap- 
proximity  21,000  feet  aclimatizdtion  to  alti¬ 
tude  ceases  and  above  that  height  oxygen  should 
be  used,  at  first  in  small  doses,  and  'from  26,- 
000  feet  in  larger  doses,  but  the  dose  must  de¬ 
pend  upon  the  nature  of  the  ground. 

He  points  out  that  oxygen  increases  the  appe¬ 
tite  and  adequate  provision  must  be  made  for  this 
fact.  The  stimulating  effect  of  cigarette  smoke 
was  noted  at  25,500  feet.  Although  it  is  possi¬ 
ble  to  climb  to  greater  heights  without  the  use 
of  oxygen,  Mr.  Finch  does  not  believe  it  wise. 
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INTERESTING  RADIO  NEWS  AND  HINTS 


RADIO  TELEPHONE  SECRET 

The  first  trial  on  a  commercial  basis  of  a  radio 
telephone  system  insuring  privacy  to  its  users  is 
being  made  at  Catalina  Island,  thirty  miles  off  the 
coast  of  California,  on  a  yacht  linking  the  island 
with  Los  Angels. 

The  former  radio  apparatus  has  been  replaced 
by  a  development  of  the  Bell  system  engineers 
which  prevents  receiving  sets  in  common  use  from 
picking  up  messages  transmitted  on  this  system. 
While  the  telephone  is  not  absolutely  secret  it  is 
more  nearly  so  than  any  other  tested  to  date  and 
meets  ordinary  requirements. 


NIGHT  RANGE 

The  range  of  a  radio  transmitter  is  consider¬ 
ably  greater  at  night  than  in  the  daytime.  The 
ionization  of  the  atmosphere  due  to  sunlight  or 
moonlight  causes  losses  which  prevent  as  great 
a  range  from  being  obtained  as  when  this  condi¬ 
tion  of  ionization  does  not  exist.  Interposed 
metallic  strength  cause  considerable  loss  in  sig¬ 
nal  strength,  and  the  nature  of  the  intervening 
country  has  also  a  great  effect.  It  has  been  ex¬ 
perimentally  determined  that  greater  range  for  a 
given  amount  of  power  is  obtained  over  water 
than  over  land. 


WHAT  THE  TUBES  ARE 

The  radiotron  tubes  now  consist  of  the  follow¬ 
ing:  The  UV-199  tube,  the  smallest  member.  The 
UV-200,  which  is  a  five-volt  detector  or  “soft” 
tube,  calling  for  critical  adjustment  of  “B”  bat¬ 
tery  potential,  and  requiring  upwards  of  an  am¬ 
pere  of  filament  current.  The  UV-201  is  the  run¬ 
ning  mate  of  the  UV-20,0.  However,  it  is  a  “hard” 
tube  or  amplifier  tube,  requiring  45  to  100  volts 
on  the  plate,  and  over  one  ampere  at  five  volts  in 
the  filament.  It  is  not  critical.  Then  there  is  the 
UV-201-A,  which  is  a  combination  detector  and 
amplifier  tube,  operated  with  a  filament  voltage  of 
five  and  a  current  consumption  of  0.25  ampere. 
The  UV-202  is  a  five-watt  transmitting  tube,  also 
suitable  as  a  power  amplifier  tube.  The  UV-203 
is  a  50-watt  transmitting  tube.  The  UV-204  is  a 
250-watt  transmitting  tube.  The  UV-206  is  a 
one-kilowatt  transmitting  tube.  The  UV-208  is 
a  five-kilowatt  transmitting  tube.  The  UV-207  is 
a  20-kilowatt  transmitting  tube  of  the  new  water- 
cooled  tube;  indeed,  this  tube  is  considerably 
smaller  than  the  UV-207,  although  it  has  four 
times  the  capacity. 


RADIO  FROM  THE  ARCTIC 

Captain  Robert  A.  Bartlett  has  again  heard  the 
call  of  the  Arctic  and  hopes  to  return  to  the 
frozen  North  at  the  head  of  a  scientific  expedition 
that  will  drift  for  three  years,  measure  the  flow 
of  sea  and  air  currents,  dredge  the  bottom' of  the 


— — 

ocean  for  flora  and  fauna  and  chart  the  floor  of 
that  vast  sea. 

Bartlett  is  the  veteran  of  five  expeditions,  the 
most  famous  of  which  was  Peary’s  successful  dash 
when  he  accompanied  the  explorer  to  within  110 
miles  of  the  goal. 

He  has  just  come  out  of  New  Foundland,  where 
he  spent  the  worst  winter  in  fifty-two  years  seal 
hunting.  He  sailed  under  his  father,  who  is  sev¬ 
enty-two.  He  is  in  New  York  now  looking  for 
backing  for  his  proposed  scientic  expedition. 

In  talking  of  his  plans,  he  said:  “I  want  a 
small  ship  and  a  crew  of  about  nine  men  who  will 
also  be  scientic  experts  to  carry  out  this  work. 
We  will  take  a  radio  along  and  report  each  day 
to  the  world  the  progress  we  have  made.  I’d 
rather  command  that  ship  than  be  master  of  the 
Leviathan. 

“I  don’t  expect  to  discover  gold  mines  or  any¬ 
thing  of  that  sort.  This  expedition  will  also  be 
the  means  of  acquiring  data  which  the  world  has 
been  waiting  for  a  long  time.  The  weather  along 
the  Atlantic  coast,  in  my  opinion,  is  regulated  by 
the  ice  cap.  Last  winter  was  the  worst  in  years. 
The  winds  were  northwest  and  the  ice  and*  wind 
diverted  the  Gulf  Stream,  forcing  it  eastward. 
The  chill  you  felt  here  last  month  was  partially 
due  to  that.  There  ought  to  be  more  radio  sta¬ 
tions  in  the  Arctic  to  broadcast  those  weather 
conditions  that  influence  our  shipping  and  fish¬ 
ing.” 

Bartlett  became  the  master  of  a  sealer  when  he 
was  seventeen  and  now  holds  both  American  and 
English  master’s  tickets.  Bom  in  New  Found- 
land  in  1875,  he  became  an  American  citizen  fif¬ 
teen  years  ago.  His  first  Arctic  expedition  was  in 
1897-8  with  Peary  to  Cape  D’Urville,  and  what  is 
of  next  greatest  importance  after  the  1905-9  dis¬ 
covery  expedition  with  him  is  the  Canadian  gov¬ 
ernment  Arctic  ^  Expedition  under  Stefansson, 
when  the  ship  Karluk  wa?  lost  off  Wrangel  Is¬ 
land.  Bartlett  crossed  500  miles  of  ice  to  Si¬ 
beria  with  an  Eskimo,  got  relief  and  returned  to 
the  island,  and  on  September  12,  1914,  reached 
Nome,  Alaska,  with  the  fourteen  survivors  who 
had  spent  the  winter  there.  He  has  received 
many  medals,  including  the  Hubbard  gold  medal 
of  the  National  Geographic  Society. 

His  father,  Captain  William  Bartlett,  still  is 
master  of  a  sealing  ship  with  a  crew  of  170  men. 


KAmu  AiKrLANE  TRIP 

Listening  to  a  fox  trot  and  other  musical  se¬ 
lections  while  soaring  5,000  feet  above  the  earth, 
healing  the  call  from  a  ship  at  sea  more  than  five 
hundred  miles  away  and  then  the  shrill  voice  of  a 
woman  announcing  the  next  radio  selection  to  be 
broadcasted  from  a  Newark  department  store 
was  a  sensation  quite  out  of  the  ordinary. 

Often  at  home,  in  using  a  small  crystal  set  con¬ 
nected  between  a  bod  spring  and  a  radiator  in  the 
bedroom,  we  have  wondered  at  the  mystery  of  th« 
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ether  waves,  but  it  was  far  more  amazing  to  hear 
selections  carried  on  these  same  uncanny  waves  a 
mile  up  in  the  air.  . 

This  was  a  recent  experience  in  a  flight  in  a 
five-passenger  Fokker  monoplane,  equipped  by  the 
General  Electric  Company  with  a  radio  set,  from 
Curtis  Field,  Mineola,  to  Roosevelt  Field,  Albany, 
a  distance  of  about  175  miles.  On  the  trip  were 
Lieut.  B.  W.  Maynard,  the  “Flying  Parson”;  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Schlafke,  the  aerial  bride  and  groom 
who  the  day  before  had  been  married  by  May¬ 
nard  in  the  same  plane  over  New  York  City;  E. 
W.  D annals,  radio  operator,  and  Bert  Acosta,  the 
pilot. 

Soon  after  they  left  the  field  300  feet  of  copper 
wire  wound  on  a  reel  much  the  same  as  used  by 
fishermen,  was  let  out.  This  wire,  weighted  by  a 
heavy  lead  sinker,  passed  out  through  the  bottom 
of  the  plane  and  was  used  both  as  a  sending  aerial 
and  receiving  antenna.  After  bidding  good-by  to 
the  radio  operators  at  the  field  the  lane  headed 
north  and  took  up  a  course  to  the  east  of  the  Hud¬ 
son  River. 

For  sending  both  radio  telephone  and  radio 
telegraphy  were  utilized,  the  latter  for'keeping  in 
touch  with  the  army  station  at  the  flying  field  and 
the  many  amateur  stations,  and  the  telephone  to 
send  out  a  radio  program  and  makes  special  calls 
to  various  stations,  such  as  West  Point,  the 
Knickerbocker  Press  in  Albany  and  WGY,  the 
broadcasting  station  of  the  General  Electric  Com¬ 
pany  in  Schenectady. 

Near  Tarrytown  a  woman’s  voice  announced  a 
fox  trot  to  be  played  at  a  radio  station  in  a  store 
in  Newark.  Then  came  the  music.  Using  a 
leather  headpiece,  which  clamped  receivers  to  both 
ears,  all  outside  noise  from  the  airplane  motor 
was  eliminated  and  the  music  came  through  just 
as  well  as  in  any  land  receiving  set. 

WJZ  was  heard  and  when  near- Hudson  WGY 
began  its  program  and  this  came  in  so  loudly  that 
all  other  stations  were  drowned  out  and  the  fliers 
could  hear  the  music  in  their  small  cabin  without 
putting  the  headpiece  to  their  ears,  a  sensation 
somewhat  of  having  a  phonograph  on  the.  plane. 

They  had  been  in  the  air  an  hour  and  were  near 
Matteawan,  when  it  was  announced  that  a  mes¬ 
sage  from  the  S.  S.  Auretania,  then  500  miles 
east  of  Ambrose  Lightship,  was  picked  up. 


PICTURES  OF  THE  VOICE 

It  is  possible  to  see  your  voice,  or  at  least  the 
oscillations  caused  by  the  voice  vibrations  when 
electrically  transmitted.  The  story  of  the  manner 
in  which  this  has  been  accomplished  is  one  of  the 
romances  of  scientific  achievement. 

At  first  glance  it  probably  will  cause  you  to 
wonder  why  any  one  should  wish  to  see  the  vibra¬ 
tions  of  hi 3  voice  and  what  good  cause  would  be 
served  by  making  the  vibrations  visible.  The  an¬ 
swer  to  this  question  is  a  very  simple  one,  and 
gummed  up  is  practically  as  follows: 

If  it  is  possible  to  show  exactly  what  kind  of 
vibrations  various  sounds  produce  it  will  then  be 
possible  to  determine  just  what  their  effect  in  an 
electrical  current  will  be.  This  is  very  important 
where  such  a  sound  a3  that  of  the  letter  “s”  is 
concerned  because  of  its  confusion  with  the  letter 


“f”  and  also  because  it  enables  the  scientists  to 
■work  on  the  production  of  receiving  apparatus 
that  will  give  a  truer  reproduction  of  these  diffi¬ 
cult  sounds. 

It  has  been  possible  for  some  time  to  produce 
these  vibrations  by  mechanico-electrical  means 
used  in  conjunction  with  a  projecting  machine 
whereby  the  picture  of  the  vibrations  is  repro¬ 
duced  on  a  screen,  much  in  the  manner  pf  “mov¬ 
ies.”  The  trouble  with  this  system,  however,  is 
that  there  is  a  considerable  lag  behind  the  voice, 
due  to  the  inertia  in  the  mechanical  part  of  the 
apparatus. 

The  problem,  therefore,  was  to  produce  an  ap¬ 
paratus  that  had  practically  no  inertia,  and,  as 
m  many  other  kindred  situations,  the  vacuum  tube 
has  filled  the  bill.  In  this  case  the  vacuum  tube 
is  quite  different  in  appearance  to  the  ordinary 
tube,  both  in  shape  and  construction,  and  it  might 
better  be  termed  an  electric  gun,  because  that  is 
just  exactly  what  it  is.  Moreover,  it  performs  its 
functions  of  reproducing  oscillatory  pictures  of 
sound  and  electrical  vibrations  with  absolute  fi¬ 
delity  and  without  inertia. 

It  is  known  scientifically  as  the  Braun  tube, 
named  after  the  German  scientist  who  first 
adapted  it,  but  its  real  development  has  been 
made  by  Dr.  J.  B.  Johnson,  of  the  Bell  labora¬ 
tories,  because  it  is  he  who  has  turned  it  into  a 
really  serviceable  instrument. 

It  is  a  large,  pear-shaped  tube,  about  eight 
inches  long  and  one  inch  in  diameter  at  the  socket, 
which  gradually  increases  in  diameter  until  at  the 
other  end  it  is  about  four  inches  across. 

The  end  of  the  tube  is  covered  with  a  fluore¬ 
scent  screen.  A  straight  filament  about  one-quar¬ 
ter  of  an  inch  in  length  is  used  as  a  cathode,  and 
four  platinum  plates  set  at  right  angles  to  each 
other  guide  the  stream  of  electrons  which  this 
catrode  emits  and  directs  them  upon  the  fluore¬ 
scent  screen. 

When  the  audio-frequency  or  high-frequency 
currents  are  impressed  upon  the  controlling  steps 
they  cause  this  stream  of  electrons  which  are  fixed 
at  a  very  fine  point  to  move  up  and  down  this 
screen  with  extreme  rapidity,  corresponding  ex¬ 
actly  and  with  great  precision  to  the  fluctuations 
in  the  current  caused  by  voice  sounds  or  other 
vibrations. 

It  is  possible  to  examine  the  fluctuations  pro¬ 
duced  on  the  fluorescent  screen  very  closely  and 
to  ascertain  just  exactly  what  kind  of  vibration 
each  particular  sound  produces.  In  addition  to 
this  it  is  also  possible  to  photograph  these  vibra¬ 
tions,  so  that  a  permanent  record  can  be  made  of 
any  particular  sound  that  it  is  desired  to  study, 
and  those  would  give  actual  pictures  of  the  voice, 
which,  of  course,  are  extremely  valuable  in  de¬ 
signing  receiving  apparatus  for  reproducing  such 
sounds. 

The  tube  is  a  very  remarkable  instrument — es¬ 
pecially  as  it  has  now  been  developed.  In  addi¬ 
tion  to  the  manner  in  which  it  reproduces  all 
sound  Variations  visually  it  also  reproducers,  for 
instance,  the  curve  of  magnetic  hysteresis,  the 
curve  being  absolutely  perfect  and  steady.  This 
is  also  extremely  valuable  for  engineering  pur¬ 
poses. 


26 


WORK  AND  WIN 


WORK  AND  WIN 


NEW  YORK,  AUGUST  10,  1923 


TERMS  TO  SUBSCRIBERS 


Single  Copies . Postage  free  7  Cents 

Ojae  Copy  Three  Months .  “  “  J)0  Cents 

One  Copy  8ix  Months .  “  “  $1.'<5 

One  Copy  One  Year .  "  “  8.50 

Canada,  $4.00;  Foreign,  $4.50. 


HOW  To  SEND  MONEY  —  At  our  risk  Send  P.  O. 
Money  Order,  Check  or  Registered  Letter;  remittances 
In  any  other  way  are  at  your  risk.  We  accept  Postage 
Stamps  the  same  as  cash.  When  sending  silver  wrap 
the  Coin  in  a  separate  piece  of  paper  to  avoid  cutting 
the  envelope.  Write  your  name  and  address  plainly. 
Address  letters  to 


Harry  E.  Wolff,  Pres. 
Charles  E.  Nylander,  Sec. 


r 


HARRY  E.  WOLFF, 
Publisher,  Inc., 


Li.  F.  Wilzin,  Treas. 


166  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 


ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 

CATTLE  COIN  COLLECTORS 
Bullocks  belonging  to  a  butcher  of  Kent,  Eng¬ 
land,  have  been  engaging  in  coin  collection,  and 
their  owner,  according  to  the  London  Referee, 
continues  to  find  old  coins  in  the  stomachs  of  bul¬ 
locks  slaughtered  after  grazing  on  the  Sheppey 
Marshes.  They  are  all  ancient  coins,  and  those 
obtained  from  different  animals  bear  dates  of 
1795,  1674,  1806  and  1727. 


29  VARIETIES  OF  PLUMS  ON  ONE  TREE 
Twenty-nine  varieties  of  plums  on  one  tree  is 
the  boast  of  John  Heine,  horticulturist  of  Davis 
fruit  district.  During  the  last  two  years  twenty- 
nine  branches  of  various  varieties  of  plums  were 
grafted  onto  a  sturdy  trunk  of  a  John  Lewis 
Chiles  First  Best  plum  tree.  Every  one  of  the 
branches  are  bearing  fruit  in  abundance.  The 
first  plums  ripen  in  early  June  and  the  last  along 
in  late  September. 


UNCLE  SAM’S  LARGEST  PAYROLL 
The  United  States  employs  252,756  people  in 
the  regular  post-office  department,  and  80,485  per¬ 
sons  are  indirectly  connected  with  the  big  busi¬ 
ness  of  mail  communication.  It  might  be  asked 
what  the  80,485  persons  do.  These  are  clerks  at 
third-  and  fourth-class  offices,  mail  messengers, 
screen  wagon  contractors  and  employees,  carriers 
for  offices  having  special  supply,  clerks  in  charge 
of  contract  stations,  star  route  contractors  and 
steamboat  contractors  and  their  employees. 


SQUIRRELS  A  NUISANCE  IN  TOWN 
Gray  squirrels,  which  were  welcomed  to  the  city 
ten  years  ago,  have  become  such  a  nuisance  in 
Eau  Claire,  Wis.,  that  shooting  in  open  violation 
of  the  city  ordinance  and  the  game  laws  is  per¬ 
plexing  city  authorities.  It  is  against  the  law  to 
use  firearms  in  the  city  at  any  time  and  against 
the  State  Game  Law  to  kill  squirrels  except  be¬ 
tween  Oct.  15  and  Jan.  1.  The  squirrels  gnaw 

freat  stretches  of  shingles  from  roofs,  destroy 
irds’  eggs  and  young,  and  interfere  with  fruit 
crops.  Just  what  is  to  be  done  to  relieve  the  city 
o£  their  ravages  is  being  considered. 


A  NEW  NATIONAL  MONUMENT 

President  Harding’s  recent  proclamation  creat¬ 
ing  a  national  monument  embracing  the  newly 
discovered  Timpanogos  Cave  in  American  Fork 
Canyon,  seven  miles  east  of  American  Fork,  Utah, 
marks  a  new  step  in  public  recognition  and  use  of 
a  region  rich  in  natural  beauty  and  attraction, 
says  the  Forest  Service,  United  States  Depart¬ 
ment  of  Agriculture.  Discovered  in  1921,  the  cave 
was  partially  developed  by  officers  of  the  Forest 
Service,  but,  as  their  explorations  opened  up  new 
chambers  and -passages,  the  people  of  American 
Fork  because  interested  and  made  available  near¬ 
ly  $2,000  to  place  substantial  ladders  and  guard¬ 
rails  and  to  illuminate  the  cave  by  the  installation . 
of  an  electric  lighting  system.  Last  season  the 
beauties  of  the  cave  were  enjoyed  by  enthusiastic 
thousands,  the  daily  attendance  frequently  rang¬ 
ing  into  the  hundreds. 

LAUGHS 

Doctor — Your  trouble,  madam,  seems  to  be  due 
to  an  excess  of  adipose  tissue.  Patient — Gra¬ 
cious!  I  wonder  if  that’s  what  makes  me  so  aw¬ 
fully  fat? 


“Why,  Willie,”  exclaimed  mother,  “you’ve  been 
walking  too  fast  for  grandpa!  You  ifiust  re¬ 
member  he  is  very  short  of  breath.”  “Short  of 
breath,  nothin’;  he’s  been  breathin’  a  lot  more 
than  I  have.” 


Nervous  Woman  (to  persistant  beggar) — If 
I  give  you  a  piece  of  pudding  you’ll  never  return — 
will  you?  Beggar — Well,  lady,  you  know  your 
puddin’  better  than  I  do! 


Mrs.  Kindly— F ancy  a  big  strapping  fellow 
like  you  asking  for  money.  You  should  be 
ashamed  of  yourself!  Beggar — I  am,  ma’am. 
But  once  I  got  twelve  months  for  taking  it  with¬ 
out  asking. 


The  Angel  (about  to  give  beggar  a  penny)  — 
Poor  man!  And  are  you  married?  Beggar — Par¬ 
don  me,  madam.  D’ye  think  I’d  be  relvn’  on  total 
strangers  for  support  if  I  had  a  wife? 


“Dauber  does  very  -realistic  w’ork,  doesn’t  he?” 
said  one  artist  to  another.  “So  much  so,”  re¬ 
plied  the  other,  that  those  apples  he  painted  six 
weeks  ago  are  now  said  by  the  critics  to  be  rot¬ 
ten.” 


“Mamma,  wiiat  vmuld  you  do  if  that  big  vase 
in  the  parlor  should  get  broken?”  said  Tommy. 
“I  would  whip  whoever  broke  it,”  said  Mrs. 
Banks,  gazing  severely  at  her  little  son.  “Well, 
then,  you’d  better  begin  to  get  up  your  muscle,” 
said  Tommy,  “coz  papa’s  broke  it.” 


A  ier’  ^ear^nS  an  earthquake  in  the  region 
of  his  home,  sent  his  two  boys  to  a  distant  friend 
until  the  peril  should  be  over.  A  few  weeks  after 
the  father  received  this  letter  from  his  friend: 

1  lease  take  your  boys  home  and  send  down  the 
earthquake. 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


LONDONER  LAUGHS  TO  DEATH 

The  metaphor  “dying  tof  laughter”  was  trans¬ 
lated  into  fact  in  the  case  of  the  elderly  Joseph 
Chatfield,  who  was  so  tickled  at  the  drollery  of  a 
leading  American  movie  comedian  that  he  was  un¬ 
able  to  control  his  laughter  and  suddenly  col¬ 
lapsed,  dying  in  the  arms  of  a  woman  sitting  be¬ 
side  him  in  a  cinema  theatre  in  London. 

Physicians  said  that  Chatfield’s  heart  had  been 
ruptured. 


I, 600-POUND  TUNA  GIVES  A  HARD  FIGHT 

Several  sailors  employed  by  the  Manasquan,  N. 

J. ,  Fishing  Company  were  injured  recently  in  a 
three-nour  fight  with  two  giant  tuna  fish  off¬ 
shore  at  Manasquan.  One  of  the  fish  finally  tore 
through  the  net  and  escaped.  The  other,  lashed 
by  ropes  to  the  ship,  whipped  savagely  at  the 
fishermen  with  its  tail  and  bruised  several,  but  it 
was  finally  subdued  and  brought  to  shore.  It 
weighed  1,600  pounds. 

The  men  who  had  gone  over  the  side  to  lash 
the  tuna  were  taken  aboard  again  by  Capt.  Henry 
Swen^en,  badly  cut  and  bruised. 

BULLET  PIERCES  HIS  BODY 

A  man  who  had  been  shot  through  the  body 
staggered  into  Police  Heardquarters,  New  York, 
the  other  morning  and  fell  into  the  arms  of  Pa¬ 
trolman  John  Kramer,  on  duty  in  the  hallway. 
Kramer  sent  for  an  ambulance,  and  the  injured 
man,  who  said  he  is  James  Martina,  thirty-one, 
a  watchman,  wras  taken  to  St.  Vincent’s  Hospital 
in  a  serious  condition. 

He  said  he  went  to  a  restaurant  in  Mulberry 
street,  had  something  to  eat,  and  \<?as  on  his  way 
home  when,  at  Hester  street,  he  felt  a  sharp  pain 
in  his  side.  He  had  heard  no  shot,  according  to 
his  story,  but  began  to  bleed  and  walked  to  Head¬ 
quarters.  Examination  showed  the  bullet  en¬ 
tered  his  body  near  his  heart  and  passed  out  of 
his  back. 


HICKORY  SUPPLY  AMPLE 
Hickory  is  one  of  the  best  woods  for  automo¬ 
bile  wheels  and  there  is  no  danger  of  the  ex¬ 
haustion  of  hickory.  So  far  as  can  be  judged  it 
will  be  one  of  the  last  woods  of  the  country  to 
fail  to  supply.  Much  is  used  for  axe,  hammer 
and  similar  toy  handles  and  for  vehicles,  but  it 
grows  rapidly.  It  is  peculiar  among  woods  in 
that  the  faster  it  grows  the  better  it  is.  Second 
growth — which  is  a  fast  growing  hickory  is  pre¬ 
ferred  for  wheel  making  purposes.  The  wide 
ring-;  of  spring  wood  which  are  found  in  open 
ground  hickory  trees  give  a  strength  and  tougn- 
ne:~ exactly  what  is  desired  by  makers  of  ve¬ 
hicle  wheel?;.  It  is  believed  that  it  will  be  a  long 
time  in  the  future  before  automobile  makers  can¬ 
not  get  wood  for  wheels  if  they  want  it. 

THE  WORLD’S  LARGEST  OIL  TANK 
Covering  an  area  of  twenty  acres  and  with  a 
capacity  of  1,700,000  barrels,  the  world’s  largest 
oil  gtorage  tank  is  nearing  completion  at  Wil¬ 


mington,  Cal.  The  concrete  tank  will  rise  only 
eight  feet  above  the  ground,  half  of  it  being  below 
the  surface.  The  roof  will  be  supported  by 
wooden  poles  set  in  concrete  blocks  in  the  bot- 
tim  of  the  tank,  also  of  concrete. 

Despite  the  vast  quantity  of  oil  that  will  be  held 
in  the  tank,  the  sides  and  bottom  will  be  only  four 
inches  thick.  This  feature  is  made  possible  by 
the  careful  preparation  of  the  earth  under  the 
tank,  by  the  methods  of  reinforceing  the  concrete 
and  by  the  nature  of  the  concrete.  All  soil  around 
the  excavation  for  the  tank  within  accurately  de¬ 
termined-distances  is  removed  and  repacked  until 
it  is  much  more  dense  than  at  first.  This  is  ac¬ 
complished  by  tractors  treaded  with  iron  attach¬ 
ments  that  resemble  a  sheep’s  hoof.  The  sides 
of  the  excavation  are  packed  beyond  the  limits  to 
which  the  side  of  the  tank  will  extend.  These 
sides  are  then  cut  through  so  that  at  all  places 
the  texture  of  the  soil  will  be  constant. 

This  mammoth  tank  is  the  only  large  concrete 
project  of  its  kind  built  of  poured  concrete;  us¬ 
ually  they  are  constructed  of  steel. 


CALIFORNIA’S  “BIG  TREES” 

As  the  largest  existing  organism,  the  “Big 
Trees  of  California”  occupy  a  place  unique  among 
the  living  things  of  the  world,  said  Dr.  H.  A. 
Gleason,  lecturing  at  the  New  York  Botanical 
Garden.  While  they  may  be  exceeded  in  height 
by  some  of  Australia’s  gum  trees,  as  they  are  ex¬ 
ceeded  in  diameter  by  the  chestnut  trees  of  Sicily, 
in  actual  bulk,  said  the  lecturer,  they  are  far 
greater  than  either  of  these.  Authenticated  meas¬ 
urements  show  that  California’s  big  trees  have 
reached  a  diameter  of  over  36  feet,  heights  of 
more  than  350  feet  and  ages  well  over  3,000  years. 

The  big  trees,  known  to  the  botanist  as  Sequoia 
gigantea,  have  had  a  long  history.  Far  back  in 
geologic  times  various  species  of  Sequoia  were 
scattered  throughout  the  entire  North  Temperate 
Zone  and  their  fossil  remains  have  been  discov¬ 
ered  in  New  Jersey.  They  even  extended  south 
as  far  as  Australia  and  Chile.  For  unknown  rea¬ 
sons  they  have  been  unable  to  stand  the  vicissi¬ 
tudes  of  time,  and  now  exist  only  in  California, 
where  one  species,  the  redwood,  is  common  along 
the  coast  from  San  Francisco  northward;  and  the 
second  is  found  in  groves  in  the  Sierra  Moun¬ 
tains,  mostly  in  parks  set  apart  for  their  preser¬ 
vation.  They  are  extremely  resistent  to  fire  and 
have  no  known  fungus  or  insect  enemies.  They 
are  frequently  damaged  but  probably  not  killed 
by  lightning,  as  a  result  of  which  the  crowns  of 
the  older  trees  are  usually  very  irreguW.  If  it 
were  not  for  the  damage  by  lightning  it  is  quite 
probable  that  they  might  exceed  400  feet  in  height. 

Since  they  do  not  suffer  from  diseases  and  are 
not  seriously  injured  either  by  fire  or  lightning, 
and  since  trees  apparently  do  not  die  of  old  age, 
the  usual  cause  of  death  among  the  big  trees  is 
by  the  undermining  of  the  root  system  through 
the  gradual  removal  of  the  soil  by  water. 

Dr.  Gleason  is  Assistant  Director  of  the  New 
York  Botanical  Garden. 
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WHEN  FAIRIES  LIVED  IN  ENGLAND 

Toward  the  end  of  Neolithic  times  a  race  of 
dwarfs,  short  of  leg,  but  immensely  strong  in  the 
arms,  and  very  like  in  appearance  to  the  picture 
of  “brownies”  and  gnomes  which  are  drawn  to¬ 
day,  appeared  in  the  North  of  Scotland  and  the 
islands  round  that  coast.  They  had  come  from 
Norway,  crossing  the  North  Sea  in  their  kayaks. 

Upon  reaching  these  islands  they  were  called 
Piets,  or  Pedigts,  meaning  dwarfs.  The  Piets 
lived  in  caverns  underground,  and  their  mysteri¬ 
ous  disappearance  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth 
gave  them  a  supernatural  reputation.  They  fur¬ 
ther  enhanced  this  reputation  because  of  certain 
lights  from  the  openings  of  their  subterranean 
dwellings.  Many  legends  can  be  traced  back  to 
these  lights.  They  were  very  active  at  night 
time.  Small  buildings  would  be  erected  as  forts 
In  the  course  of  a  single  night,  the  stone  being 
passed  from  hand  to  .hand  noiselessly. 


WIRE-HAIRED  TERRIERS  BEST  A  FAMOUS 

LION 

Killing  of  the  famous  old  White  River  mountain 
lion,  one  of  the  largest  ever  known  in  Arizona,  and 
which  had  been  particularly  destructive  to  live¬ 
stock,  has  brought  to  the  archives  of  the  Biologi¬ 
cal  Survey  a  story  of  a  feat  as  thrilling  as  any 
filmed  in  the  movies. 

Charley  Miller,  a  co-operative  hunter  under  the 
Department  of  Agriculture,  with  a  pack  of  wire- 
haired  terriers,  trailed  the  animal  to  the  cliffs 
near  White  River  Crossing.  There  the  lion  tried 
to  whip  the  little  terriers  as  he  many  times  be¬ 
fore  had  beaten  off  packs  of  hounds.  The  terriers 
wouldn’t  yield  and  the  animal  took  to  a  cave  in 
the  side  of  the  cliff. 

Repeated  charging  failed  to  frighten  the  ter¬ 
riers  and  the  lion  backed  into  the  den.  Miller, 
lowered  over  the  side  of  the  cliff  and  dangling 
from  the  end  of  a  rope  in  front  of  the  den,  shot 
the  lion,  obtained  the  prey  and  was  pulled  safely 
to  the  top  of  the  cliff. 


WALKING  FISH 

The  “walking  fish”  is  universally  distributed 
over  India.  There  are  numerous  species  of  these 
fish  which  are  natives  of  the  fresh  waters  of  the 
East  Indies  and  Africa,  some  of  which  attain  a 
length  of  from  two  to  four  feet.  They  have  a 
long  subcylindrical  body  covered  with  small 
scales,  a  snake-like  head  shielded  on  top  with 
large  scales,  and  a  long  spineless  dorsal  fin.  These 
remarkable  fish  breathe  air  by  means  of  an  air 
chamber  developed  over  the  gills,  and  they  die  if 
they  breathe  water  too  long.  They  live  in  holes 
in  the  banks  of  the  rivers  and  pools  and  similar 
places  and  often  burrow  in  the  mud.  The  male 
constructs  a  nest  in  which  the  ova  are  deposited. 
They  are  able  to  survive  droughts,  living  in  semi¬ 
fluid  mud,  or  lying  torpid  below  the  hard  baked 


crust  of  a  tank  or  pool  from  which  every  drop  of 
water  has  dried  up.  Respiration  is  probably  sus¬ 
pended  during  this  torpidity,  but  while  the  mud 
is  still  soft  enough  to  let  them  come  to  the  sur¬ 
face  they  rise  at  intervals  to  breathe  air. 


THE  HOOKWORM 

The  success  of  the  hookworm  in  the  struggle 
for  existence  has  been  won  at  the  expense  of  man 
and  other  animals,  especially  dogs  and  cats.  The 
grown-up  worms  live  in  the  human  intestine, 
hanging  on  to  its  delicate  walls  each  with  his  or 
her  four  hooks  from  which  the  family  takes  its 
name.  The  average  family,  not  counting  the  off¬ 
spring,  consists  of  Mr.  Hookworm  and  three  wives. 
The  offsprings  are  not  counted  because  they  are 
innumerable.  In  the  descriptive  language  of  the 
late  Sir  Patrick  Mansen  the  female  produces  a 
prodigious  and  never-ending  stream  of  eggs 
which  pass  out  with  the  human  dejecta  and  are 
disposed  of  with  the  sewerage.  They  are  spread 
over  the  soil  of  countries  like  China,  where  there 
is  no  drainage  system,  and  in  other  lands  where 
the  system  of  disposal  is  more  or  less  primitive 
there  are  always  millians  near  the  surface  of  the 
land.  It  has  been  shown  that  when  buried  under 
two  feet  of  sand  the  eggs  can  still  hatch  into 
larvae  and  burrow  their  way  to  the  surface.  The 
baby  hookworm  is  only  one-fifth  of  a  millimetre 
long,  whereas  his  parents  measure  fifty  times 
that  length.  But  he  grows  up  to  be  half  a  milli¬ 
metre  and  is  very  hardy.  Even  after  eighteen 
months  he  may  still  be  alive  and  ready  to  enter 
a  human  host.  Even  after  sunshine  and  frost 
many  little  larvae  will  survive.  Like  the  typhoid 
bactillus  he  can  find  his  way  inside  from  dirty 
hands  on  the  food  that  they  handle  or  in  impure 
drinking  water,  but  unlike  this  bacillus  he  can 
also  work  his  way  through  the  skin.  In  the  end 
he  always  arrives  at  the  same  place,  the  human 
intestine,  and  proceeds  to  gorge  himself  with  hu¬ 
man  blood.  As  he  grows  he  develops  a  special 
poison  which  prevents  the  blood  from  coagulating. 
This  make  it  easier  for  him  to  feed  and  inciden¬ 
tally  is  worse  for  his  host,  for  when  the  worm 
moves  on  to  new  pasture  the  old  wounds  continue 
for  some  little  time  to  ooze  blood.  No  wonder  the 
victims  looks  pale,  feel  lazy,  and  are  stunted  in 
growth  and  intelligence. 

The  man,  woman  or  child  rarely  dies  of  this 
complaint  directly,  though  death  in  some  few 
cases  may  follow  before  many  months.  More 
often  a  lifeless  existence  is  droned  away  until 
some  other  disease  comes  to  end  the  sickness.  If 
death  were  quicker  and  more  dramatic  it  is  cer¬ 
tain  that  hookworm  disease  would  rank  in  the 
public  imagination  with  tuberculosis  and  cancer 
as  one  of  the  great  curses  of  humanity.  As  it  is, 
there  are  few  who  have  heard  that  more  than 
half  of  the  :'>i'0,0H0.000  inhabitants  of  India  are 
suffering  to-day  from  this  disease,  that  in  the 
mines  of  China  the  Rockefeller  Commission  has 
found  an  infection  rate  of  about  90  per  cent.! 


“He’s  Already  Patented  Four  Inventions” 
“FI 


\UNNT  thing,  too  .  .  .  When  he  first 

came  here  he  was  just  an  ordinary  worker. 

_  For  a  time,  when  things  were  slack,  I  even 

thought  that  we  might  have  to  let  him  go. 

“Then,  gradually,  I  noticed  an  improvement  in 
his  work.  He  seemed  to  really 
understand  what  he  was  doing. 

“One  day  he  came  into  my  office 
and  said  he  had  worked  out  a  new 
arm  for  the  automatic  feeder.  I 
was  a  little  skeptical  at  first,  hut 
when  he  started  explaining  to  me, 

I  could  see  that  he  had  really  dis¬ 
covered  something.  And  when  I 
started  questioning  him,  I  was 
amazed.  He  certainly  did  know 
what  he  was  talking  about. 

“So  we  sat  down  and  talked  for 
over  an  hour.  Finally,  I  asked  him 
where  he  had  learned  so  much 
about  hi3  work.  He  smiled  and 
took  a  little  book  from  his  pocket. 

“  ‘There’s  no  secret  about  it,’  he 
said.  ‘The  answer’s  right  here. 

Four  months  ago  I  saw  one  of 
those  advertisements  of  the  Inter¬ 
national  Correspondence  Schools. 

I  had  been  seeing  them  for  years, 
but  this  time  something  inside  of 


These  inventors  and  many 
others  once  studied  with 
the  I.  C.  S. 


JESSE  G.  VINCENT 

Vice-president  of  Packard 
Motor  Car  Co.,  inventor  of  the 
Packard  Twin-Six  and  co-in¬ 
ventor  of  the  Liberty  Motor. 
JOHN  C.  WAHL 

First  vice-president  of 
Wahl  Co.,  inventor  of 
Wahl  Adding  Machine, 
Eversherp  Pencil  and 
Wahl  Fountain  Pen. 

W. J.  LILLY 
Inventor  of  the  Lilly 
Hoist  Controller. 

H.  E.  DOERR 

Chief  Mechanical  Engineer, 
Scullin  Steel  Co.,  St.  Lonis. 


me  said,  Send  in  that  coupon.  It  was  the  best  move 
I  ever  made — I  knew  it  the  minute  I  started  my 
first  lesson.  Before,  I  had  been  working  in  a  sort 
of  mental  fog — just  an  automatic  part  of  the 
machine  in  front  of  me.  But  the  I.  C.  S.  taught 
me  to  really  understand  what  I 
was  doing.’ 

“Well,  that  was  just  a  start. 
Three  times  since  he  has  come  to 
me  with  improvements  on  our  ma¬ 
chines —  improvements  that  are 
being  adopted  in  other  plants  and 
on  which  he  receives  a  royalty.  He 
is  certainly  a  splendid  example  of 
the  practical  value  and  thorough¬ 
ness  of  I.  C.  S.  training.” 

Every  mail  brings  letters  from 
students  of  the  I.  C.  S.  telling  of 
advancements  and  larger  salaries 
won  through  spare -time  study. 
There’s  still  a  chance  for  you,  if 
you  will  only  make  the  start. 

Just  fill  out  and  mail  the  coupon 
printed  below  and,  without  cost  or 
obligation,  get  the  full  story  of 
what  the  I.  C.  S.  can  do  for  you. 
To-day  —  not  To-morrow  —  is  the 
day  to  take  that  first  definite  step 
toward  Success.  ' 
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TEAR  OUT  HERE 


INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOLS,  BOX  4491-B,  SCRANTON, 

Without  cost  or  obligation  on  my  part,  please  tell  me  how  I  can  qualify  for  the 
-  position  or  in  the  subject  before  which  I  have  marked  an  X  in  the  list  below : — 


PA, 


)  Automobile  Work 
]Oas  Engine  Operating 
]  Airplane  Engines 
Radio 

!  Electrical  Engineering 
!  Electric  Lighting 
Mechanical  Engineer 
Mechanical  draftsman 
L.  Machine  Shop  Practice 
□  Railroad  Positions 


Lj  Civil  Engineer 

□  Surveying  and  Mapping 

□  Mine  Foreman  or  Engineer 
^  Marine  Engineer 

Architect 

Contractor  and  Builder 
Architectural  Draftsman 
Structural  Engineer 

□  Chemistry 
1-1  Pharmacy 


□  Business  Management 

□  Industrial  Management 

□  Traffic  Management 

□  Business  Law 

□  Banking  and  Banking  Law 

□  Accountancy  (Including  C.P.A.)  ! 

□  Nicholson  Cost  Accounting 

B  Bookkeeping 
Business  English 
□  Business  Spanish 


Salesmanship 

Advertising 

Stenography  and  Typing 
Teacher 
Civil  Service 
Railway  Mall  Clerk 
Common  School  Subjects 
High  School  Subjects 
Illustrating 
French 


T«'arn«...„ . . . . . Street  Address. 


City . „ . State . . . Occupation . . . 

Persons  residivj  in  Ca'nada  should,  send,  this  coupon  to  the  International  Correspondence  Schools  Canadian ,  Limitedf 

Montreal,  Canada. 


Everyday  rewards  like  the  above  are  being  offered  for  the  detection 
of  crime.  In  the  last  year  about  $5,000,000  was  offered  in  rewards, 
besides  the  rewards  which  were  offered  by  private  parties.  These  re¬ 
wards  were  finally  won  by  the  trained  expert.  #The  methods  that  trained 
experts  use  are  so  simple  that  the  world  is  surprised  at  the  ease  with 
which  they  make  their  deductions.  These  experts  are  now  also  retained 
by  the  corporations,  banks  and  large  institutions.  You  too  can  share 
in  these  rewards  as  well  as  hold  down  a  big-paying  position.  The  demand 
for  the  finger-print  expert  exceeds  the  supply.  Positions  are  waiting  right  new  to 
be  filled. 

More  Men  Needed  Right  Now! 

The  professional  finger-print  expert  is  always  in  demand.  It  is  the  trained  man 
that  is  always  sought  for.  Let  me  make  you  a  finger-print  expert.  Then  the  po¬ 
sition  will  be  looking  for  you  instead  of  you  looking  for  a  position.  We  have  so 
many  positions  waiting  to  be  filled  right  now  that  we  are  guaranteeing  to  place  every 
man  as  soon  as  he  is  finished  with  our  course.  And  we  are  backing  this  remarkable 
offer  up  with  a  $1,000  bank  guarantee  deposited  with  the  Phillip  State  Bank  of  Chicago. 

SO  Minutes  a  Day 
Makes  You  a 
Finger-print  Expert 

That  is  all  the  time  necessary.  Just  30  min¬ 
utes  a  day  for  a  few  months.  The  training 
you  get  has  been  prepared  by  a  finger-print 
expert,  who  knows  just  what  is  required. 
You  need  not  give  up  your  present  occupa¬ 
tion  while  you  are  studying  this  fascinating 
work.  And  just  think  of  it  You  have  a 
position  waiting  for  you. 


finger-print  experts. 


Finger-print  Outfit 

To  all  who  enroll  right  now  I  am  going  to  give  abso¬ 
lutely  free  a  professional  finger-print  outfit.  The  same 
_  kind  that  I  use  myself.  The  kind  that  is  used  by  all 
Cjet  started  right  now  and  get  into  this  big-paying  profession. 


U.  S.  School  of  Finger  Prints 

Room  10-93  7003  N.  Clark  S»„  Chicago.  I1L  ! 

Without  any  obligation  whatsoever  please  send  me  fall  ■ 
information  about  your  "Guaranteed  Position  Offe-  "  " 
Also  tell  me  how  1  can  become  a  Finger-print  Expert. 


Name. 


..  Age- 


Address  . 


I 

I 

l 

J 


Send  This 

Coupon 


Send  this  cou¬ 
pon  with  just 
your  name 
and  address.  I  will 
send  you  free  full  in- 
—  |  >  formation  about  this 

fascinating,  bi^-paying  profession.  Learn  all 
about  the  positions  that  are  now  waiting  to  be 
filled.  Get  started.  The  big  opportunity  that 
you  have  been  waiting  for  is  here.  Send  the 
coupon  and  learn  all  about  it  DO  IT  TODAY  1 


A  BOW¬ 
FACING  OAR 


An  oar  has 
been  devised  by 
Alton  J.  Wiltrout 
of  Warsaw,  Ind., 
which  permits  the 
person  who  is 
rowing  in  a  boat 
to  sit  facing  the 
direction  in  which 
he  is  going.  Such 
oars  are  particu¬ 
larly  useful  when 
the  boat  is  used 
for  fishing  pur¬ 
poses,  as  it  en¬ 
ables  the  person 
at  the  oars  to 
steer  with  accu¬ 
racy  at  a  critical 
moment  while  the 
angler  is  playing 
the  fish.  Each  oar 
is  made  in  two 
sections  and  these 
are  operatively 
connected  by  met¬ 
al  straps  and  a 
pivot  bolt  mount¬ 
ed  in  a  roller 
bearing.  Each 
section  of  the  oar 
i  s  operatively 
mounted  on  bars 
that  are  support¬ 
ed  from  the  sides 
of  the  boat.  The 
bar  which  sup¬ 
ports  the  inboard 
part  of  the  oar  is 
in  practically  V- 
shaped  form  and 
is  supported  at 
both  ends,  while 
the  bar  on  which 
the  out-board  sec¬ 
tion  of  the  oar  is 
mounted  is  sup¬ 
ported  only  at  its 
inner  end,  but  is 
partially  support- 
I'  ed  by  extending 
across  the  sides 
of  the  boat  on 
which  it  rests. 
When  these  oars 
are  not  in  use 
they  may  be  fold¬ 
ed  so  as  to  lie  en¬ 
tirely  with  the 
boat  and  may  be 
folded  into  a 
ahorter  length 
than  the  ordinary 
oar  for  purposes 
of  transportation. 


GLANDS  HADE  ACM 
BY  A  NEW  DISCOVERY 


Chemists  Find  a  Substance  Which  Re¬ 
news  Vigor  by  Effect  on 
Nerves  and  Secretions. 


A  discovery  made  recently  by  medi¬ 
cal  chemists  will  be  hailed  with  delight 
by  millions.  It  is  a  substance  which 
quickly  renews  youthful  vigor  by  in¬ 
creasing  the  activity  of  the  nerves  and 
glands  on  which  vital  force  depends. 
Its  effect  is  so  prompt  that  a  few  grains 
of  it  produce  a  visible  improvement. 
Thousands  who  have  tried  it  tell  of  de¬ 
lightful  results  in  24  to  48  hours,  many 
reporting  a  full  restoration  of  physical 
powers  within  a  week. 

The  discovery  has  what  scientists  call 
a  “selective”  effect,  concentrated  direct¬ 
ly  on  important  nerve  centers,  glands 
and  blood  vessels.  Thus  the  circulation 
improves,  a  new  sense  of  warmth  is 
felt  and  the  increased  glandular  activ¬ 
ity  soon  brings  a  restoration  of  youth¬ 
ful  power  and  animation,  manifested  in 
sparkling  eyes,  buoyant  step  and  an 
eagerness  and  increased  capacity  for 
the  duties  of  life.  The  effects  are  vir¬ 
tually  the  same  in  both  old  and  young. 
Men  past  60  say  the  discovery  has  given 
them  the  vigor  of  the  prime  of  life. 

In  the  research  department  of  the 
Melton  laboratories,  the  substance  has 
been  made  available  for  home  treat¬ 
ment  by  combining  it,  in  tablet  form, 
with  other  invigorating  ingredients. 
The  result,  known  as  korex  compound, 
is  a  double-strength  product,  contain¬ 
ing  no  harmful  drugs,  which  users  pro¬ 
nounce  the  most  powerful  and  delight¬ 
ful  vitalizer  known.  In  fact,  its  success 
has  been  so  great  that  the  distributors 
invite  any  person  needing  it  to  take  a 
double-strength  treatment  with  the  un¬ 
derstanding  that  it  costs  nothing  if  it 
fails. 

If  you  wish  to  try  this  amazing  in- 
vigorator,  write  confidentially  to  the 
Melton  Laboratories,  361  Massachusetts 
Bldg.,  Kansas  City,  Mo.,  and  the  treat¬ 
ment  will  be  mailed  to  you  in  a  plain, 
sealed  package.  You  may  enclose  $2, 
or  simply  send  your  name,  without 
money,  and  pay  $2  and  postage  on  de¬ 
livery.  In  either  case,  if  you  report  “no 
results”  after  one  week,  the  labora¬ 
tories  will  refund  your  money.  These 
laboratories  are  thoroughly  reliable,  so 
nobody  need  hesitate  to  accept  their 
guaranteed  offer. 


Sell  Madison  “Better-Msde”  Skirts,  Paja¬ 
mas,  and  Nightshirts  direct  from  our 
factory  to  wearer.  Nationally  advertised. 
Easy  to  sell.  Exclusive  patterns.  Ex¬ 
ceptional  values.  No  experience  or 
capital  required.  Largo  steady  Income 
assured.  Entirely  new  proposition. 
WRITE  FOR  FREE  SAMPLES. 
MADISON  SHIRT  CO.,  603  ■•way,  N. Y.  City 


a  Month 


Finest  bicycle  built  —  44  styles, 
colors  and  sires.  Factory  to  Rider 
prices.  FREE  delivery  .express  prepaid  on 
30  Daya  Free  Trial.  Cash  or  easy  pay’ts. 

lamps,  wheels  and  equipment 
K  1(11.0  half  usual  prices.  Send  no 
B  money.  Write  today  for  big  catalog, 
special  Factory  Prices,  free  trial  plan 
and  marvelous  offer*- 

MEAD  CYCLE  CO.  CHICACO 


Your  skin  can  be  quickly  cleared  of  Pimples,  Black¬ 
heads,  Aene  Eruptions  on  the  face  ®r  body,  Barber* 

Skin, 
let,  “A 
sa 


Itch,  Eczema,  Enlarged  Pores,  Oil; 

FREE*® 


y  er  !~ 

rite  today  ^or  my  FifcfiHC 


S-To»*  Skin,”  tg) line  bow  1  cured 
after  being  afiRefca  for  16  yeaf*. 
elesryour  #fCin  of  the  above  blemishes. 


myself  after  1 

$1000- Cash  says  I  can  elesryour  i 

E.S.GIV&HS, 186  Chemical  Eidg.,  Kansas  City, Mo. 


ilCisfl 

Habit  Cured  or  No  Pay 

Any  form,  cigars.ciaareties,  pipe,  chewing  or  snuff 
Guaranteed.  Harmless  Complete  treatment  sent 
«*  trial.  Coats  SI. 00 if  it  cures.  Nothin?  if  it  fails. 

SUPERBA  CO.  M-21,  Baltimore,  Md. 


MORPHINE 


DRGUAYLE  SANITARIUM.  Depc.  971  b 


FREE  YOURSELF 

SEHD  FOR  INTIMATION 
'vlAWSON.OHIO 


Big,  Handsome,  Dressed,  Sleeping 
Doll  sent  prepaid  for  selling  ONLY 
SIX  PACKETS  new  Highly  Per¬ 
fumed  Sachet  Powder  AT  10c. 

This  is  a  Special  Offer  to  introduce 
our  sachet. 

We  also  give  Mama  Dolls,  Walking 
Dolls,  and  premiums  for  boys. 

Lane  Mfg.  Co.  Dept.  153 
Mt.  Vernon,  N.  Y. 


Brand  new  blno  steel, 
double  safety  automatics 
bought  before  recent  tariff  raise 
and  offered  at  special  prices  for  a  limited 
time.  Regular  $22.00,  26-calibre,  7-shot  auto¬ 
matic,  4  1  -4  i n.  long,  our  No.  74B1 1 0,  spe¬ 
cial  at  $6.95.  v  Si 

Or  regu  lar  $26.00  heavy  service  82-cal ibre,  10-shot  automa¬ 
tic,  6  in.  long, our  No.  74B120,  special  at  $9.75.  EXTRA 
MAGAZINE  FREE  with  each  gun.  Both  sizes  shoot  all 
standard  cartridges. 

PAY  POSTMAN  ON  DELIVERY  plus  postage. 

Money  back  promptly  If  Not  Satisfied. 


CONSUMERS  CO.,  Dapt.74B  1265  Br^adway,N.Y» 


1245 

1246 

1247 

1248 

1249 

1250 

1252  “ 

1253 


WORK  AND  WIN 

-  LATEST  ISSUES  - 

1244  Fred  Fea  mot's  Night  of  Terror;  or,  In  Deadly 

“  Desperate  Stand;  or.  Winning  in  the  Last  naif. 
“  Secret  Foes;  or.  Standing  on  His  Guard. 

“  Stand  for  Justice;  or-  The  Only  Way  to  Win. 
“  Diamond  Skates;  or,  The  Race  That  Lost  Him 

•i  Tussle  with  Toughs;  or,  Holding  Out  for  Ills 

«  and^the  Norwegian;  or.  Using  Skis  to  Save 

a  Town.  ' 

1251  “  Jealousy;  or.  Beating  Out  a  Rival. 

Ice  Brigade;  or,  Running  a  Mid-Winter  Car¬ 
nival. 

1253  -•  Big  Heart;  or,  Working  ns  Avenger. 

1254  “  Rescue  of  Evelyn;  or,  Racing  at  a  Mile  a 

«*  TVst  Friend  ;  or,  How  His  Mother  Saved  Him. 
1T56  “  Ice  Champion ;  or.  Skating  for  45old  and  Glory. 
1257  “  Lucky  Shot;  or,  Getting  the  Best  of  a  Foe. 

“  Snow-Shoe  Boys;  or,  Six  Days  in  Labrador. 
“  and  the  “Silent  Five”;  or,  After  Basket-ball 

“  nnd^lm  Silallboy ;  or.  The  Great  Hotel  Mystery. 
“  Hockey  Team;  or,  Out  to  Win  the  Cup. 

“  SlideSfor°Life;  or.  Lost  in  the  Great  Blizzard. 
“  In  the  Slums;  or.  The  Mystery  of  n  Great  City. 
“  Fight  with  the  Dons;  or,  Lively  Times  in 
Mexico. 

“  and  the  Boy  Hunter;  or,  A  Trip  to  the  Fur 

Country.  _  , 

“  and  “Broadway  Bob”;  or,  Saving  a  Young  Man 

from  Ruin.  . 

“  Baseball  Stars;  or.  Winning  the  Opening  Game. 
Temperance  War  ;  or.  Cleaning  Up  a  Bad  Town, 
and  “Little  Iron-Arm”;  or,  The  Boy  Wizard 
of  the  Diamond.  .  . 

1270  “  as  Ringmaster;  or,  Training  a  Boy  Acrobat. 
5271  “  New  Delivery;  or.  Giving  Them' a^ Hard  Curv 

1272  "  "" . . .  *  H  *  m‘" 


1258 

1259 

1260 
1261 

1262 

1263 

1264 

1265 

1266 

1267 

1268 
1269 


4  i 
44 


rve. 

“  and  the  “Night  Raiders”;  or,  A  Terrible  Time 
at  Tankville.  _ 

*  inside  Game;  or.  Playing  to  Win  All  the  Way. 

1  in  the  Swamp;  or,  Exciting  Times  in  the  Ever- 

^  and  “Jumping  Jack”;  or,  The  Boy  Wonder  of 
the  Athletes. 

«  Duel  In  the  Dark;  or,  Fighting  an  Unseen  1  oe. 

*  Ten-Mile  Swim;  or,  a  Mighty  Test  of  Endur- 
ance. 

*  Boy  Sprinters;  or,  Winning  the  Great  Olympic 
Prize. 

3079  “  Great  Success;  or,  In  the  Game  to  Win. 

and  Dick  the  Dandy;  or,  The  Biggest  Fool  in 
Newr  York. 

Tug-of-War;  or,  Holding  His  Own  with  Strong 

Deep1' Sea  Dive;  or,  The  Great  Lighthouse  Mys¬ 
tery 

Heel -and -Toe  Race;  or.  Ills  Great  Thousand- 
Mile  Walk.  ,  _ 

in  the  “Five  Points”;  or,  Working  for  the  Poor. 

Baseball  Wonder;  or,  The  Smartest  Boy  in  the 
League. 

Superior  Stroke;  or.  Coaching  a  College  Eight, 
and  the  Temperance  Girl;  or,  Winning  a  Great 
Fight  Against  Rum. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any 
address  on  receipt  of  price,  7c  per  copy,  in  money  or 
postage  stamps,  by 

HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Publisher,  Inc., 

100  West  23d  Street-  New  York  City 


1273 

1274 

1273 

1276 
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^FFNARIOS  BOW  TO 
3V*-iS  i  WRITE  THEM 

Trice  35  Cents  Per  Copy 

This  hook  contains  all  the  most  recent  changes  in  the 
method  of  construction  and  aubmisslon  of  scenarios. 
Blxty  Lessons,  covering  every  phase  of  scenario  writ¬ 
ing.  For  sale  by  all  Newsdealers  and  Bookstores. 
If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us  the  price, 
85  cents,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will 
mail  you  one,  postage  free.  Address 

L.  HEN  ARENS,  219  Seventh  Ave..  New  York,  N.  Y. 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 

Useful,  Instructive  and  Amusing.  They  Contain 
Valuable  Information  on  Almost  Every  Subject 


No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST,— Contain¬ 
ing  full  directions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports 
apd  athletic  exercises.  Embracing  thirty-five  illustra¬ 
tions.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ROW.  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT. 
— Fully  illustrated.  Full  Instructions  are  given  in  this 
little  book,  together  with  instructions  on  swimming  and 
riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— Every  one  is 
desirous  of  knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring 
forth,  w'hether  happiness  or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty. 
You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Buy  one 
-and  be  convinced. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  IN VENTOR.— Every 
boy  should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book 
explains  them  all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hy¬ 
draulics,  magnetism,  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc. 

No.  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE, — Containing  the  rules 
and  etiquette  of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most 
approved  methods  of  appearing  to  good  advantage  at 
parties,  balls,  the  theeatre,  church,  and  in  the  drawing¬ 
room. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES.  —  A  complete  and 
useful  little  book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations 
of  billiards,  bagatelle,  back-gammon,  croquet,  dominoes, 
etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Contain¬ 
ing  all  the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing 
riddles,  curious  catches  and  wittv  savings. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Includ¬ 
ing  hints  on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats, 
squirrels  and  birds.  Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously 
illustrated. 

No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S 
JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest 
jokes  used  by  the  most  famous  end  men.  No  amateur 
minstrels  is  complete  without  this  wonderful  little  bock. 


No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP 
SPEAKER. — Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump 
speeches,  Negro.  Dutch  and  Irish.  Also  end  men’s  jokes. 
Just  the  thing  for  home  amusement  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW’  YORK  MINSTREL 
GUIDE  AND  JOKE  BOOK. — Something  new  and  very 
instructive.  Every  boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it 
contains  full  instructions  for  organizing  an  amateur 
minstrel  troupe. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AN’D  USE  ELECTRICITY. 

—A  description  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricitv  and 
electro  magnetism;  together  with  full  instructions  for 
making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries,  etc.  By  Georce  Trebel, 
A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  illustrations. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.  —  A 


handy  book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  con¬ 
structing  canoes  and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sail¬ 
ing  them.  Fully  illustrated.  -v . 

No.  49.  H04V  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  con¬ 
ducting  debates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  dis.- 
cusslon  and  the  best  sources  for  procuring  information 
on  the  questions  given. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 
— A  valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting, 
preparing,  mounting  and  preserving  birds,  animals  ana 

insects. 


No.  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Con¬ 
taining  explanations  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight- 
of-hnnd  applicable  to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with, 
ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring  sleight-of-hand;  of 
tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of  specially 
prepared  cards.  Illustrated. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— A  complete  and 
handy  little  book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions 
for  playing  Euchre,  Cribbage,  Cassino,  Forty-Flw 
Bounce,  Pedro  Sanclio,  Draw  Poker,  Auction  Fitch,  All 
Fours,  and  ninny  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Con¬ 
taining  full  instructions  how  to  become  a  locomotive 
engineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomo¬ 
tive;  together  with  a  full  description  of  everything  *n 
engineer  should  know. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers  or  will  be  sent  to 
any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  10  cents  per  copy* 
in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 


HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Publisher,  Inc. 

16G  West  23d  Street  New  York 


, 


